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Uncut 
LETTERS} 


Six loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fore- 
skin (or lack), your fantasies, as well 
as your experiences with other 
readers through the Letters section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we'll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply 
gained access to a typewriter. 


WHEW! PART III 

Remember me, from the July, 
1990 issue! | told my 3-way story 
about Angel, myself, and his 
girlfriend Tina. You asked for photos 
of Angel’s skin, which | tried to ob- 
tain, but he is still camera-shy, espe- 
cially for a magazine. | am still trying 
to convince him, maybe one day 
soon! | thought that | would keep 
you up to date on what has hap- 
pened since my last letter. 

Angel and | became real tight. 
First of all, his mom doesn't allow 
girls in the house after 11 p.m. and | 
was spending the night there almost 
every other night. It got to the point 
that he didn’t even want to see Tina 
anymore. She would show up and 
he would make some excuse until it 
got to the point that she stopped 
coming over at all. One morning 
when | left his house she was down 
the street and called me over. She 
said that she knows what was up 
with me and Angel and she told me 
that we were both fucked up and 
how could we waste ourselves on 
each other. | laughed and walked 
away. | thought to myself how much 
she liked watching us get it on 
together as she fingered herself. 

Last week | was late getting to 
Angel’s house, and when | did get 
there his friend Tito was watching 


music videos with him. Angel was 
on the floor and Tito was stretched 
out on the bed looking at a copy of 
Penthouse. | said, “What's up fel- 
las?” as | entered, and sat on the 
edge of the bed. Angel was into the 
video by Vanilla Ice. | noticed that 
Tito was fixed on a picture in the 
magazine he was checking out and 
his one hand was covering his cook 
area. He was wearing white sweats 
and a BMW sweat jacket. He looked 
real smooth and sweet, with fair skin 
and a masculine, yet baby-like face. 
His lips were full and moist looking, 
with a thin dark mustache and a thin 
shadow on his chin. 

He sat up and said, “Oh man, | 
would love to fuck this chick.” He 
rubbed his cock area and said, “I’m 
horny as a mutherfucker!” 

Angel stood up and said, “I bet. 
Check out these other magazines.” 
He went under the bed and took out 


Pierre La Salle/photos by Old Reliable 


a copy of Uncut. | was surprised be- 
cause | didn’t know whether Tito 
was bi, or what. He looked at the 
magazines and said, ‘‘But these are 
guys, what are you gay or some- 
thing?” 

“| get into everything,” Angel said 
bluntly, and then smiled at me. 

“Well, I’m straight,” Tito said, “but 
| might let a dude suck my dick.” He 
started rubbing it and { spotted a 
long, fat bulge in his sweats. He kept 
rubbing it and then he tapped it light- 
ly about ten times. 

Angel said he was going to take a 
shower, and that he’d be back. Tito 
looked at me as he stretched out on 
the bed again. “Are you into guys, 
too?” 

| smiled and stroked my meat 
through my black jeans. 

“This is my first time, man,” he 
said, “what do you like to do?” 

| replied, “I get into everything ex- 
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cept fucking, man. | like to kiss and 
everything.” 

To my surprise he said, “Well, 
let’s start kissing, man.” 

| leaned over him and started kiss- 
ing him. He put his tongue in my 
mouth and covered my lips with his 
big wet lips. | was in heaven! | felt 
his cock through his sweats and it 
was rock hard —and very fat from 
what | could feel. He started feeling 
my cock and he told me that it was 
big. He kneeled on the bed and un- 
tied his sweat pants. “Take it out for © 
me, man,” he said. 

| pulled his pants down to reveal 
nylon black boxer shorts. His cock 
was hanging out of the hole in front 
and it was half-hard. The skin 
covered half his cock head, which 
was pointed and smaller than the fat 
and long shaft. | noticed that as he 
jerked it the skin never stayed com- 
pletely off the head of his cock. That 
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turned me on! | stood up and pulled 


my jeans down, and then | took my 
briefs off. 

He said, “Man, you have a fat 
dick!” 

| said, “So do you.” 
. As he pulled on my cook, | started 
sucking his. He said, “Suck that dick 
man, oh that feels good! Suck it!” 
His cock got really rock hard in my 
mouth and at one point he grabbed 
it and held that skin all the way over 
his cock head and told me to suck 
on it like a nipple. After he said that | 
was ready to shoot my load, but 
Angel came out the bathroom. He 
looked at us and smiled. He closed 
the door and locked it, and then 
removed his towel to reveal a half- 
hard, beautiful uncut cock. | still melt 
when | see his cock with its lean to 
one side. 

He told me to suck Tito’s cock. | 
did and Angel started jerking off, 


slowly pulling his skin up and down. 
He told me to sit on the bed and he 
stood opposite Tito, in front of me. 
He rubbed his cock together with 
Tito’s and then put his skin over 
Tito’s cock head. Their two cocks 
were connected together by their 
skin. Angel said, “Lick them 
together, Miguel.” | started licking 
both cocks all over as Angel jerked 
the two cocks. He told me to stand 
up and get off on top of the two con- 
nected cocks. | started jerking and 
when | was ready to shoot | aimed 
right for their connected cocks. My 
thick juice shot all over their cocks. 
Tito kept saying as | shot, “It feels 
hot man, real hot,” 

Angel rubbed my cream all over 
the two cocks. He took them apart 
and rubbed the cream all over his 
and Tito’s cock until my cream 
turned white and sticky. Tito just 
started coming. He let his cock 
shoot by itself, with nothing touch- 
ing it. It kept coming and coming 
and coming! It looked so good be- 
cause the skin was still tight over his 
cock head and his cock was so hard 
that it just jumped and jerked as the 
cream shot out and oozed out of the 
skin. 

Angel started rubbing his cream 
slowly over his own cock. He would 
squeeze Tito's cock, and the remain- 
ing cream he would put onto his 
cock. When he was ready to come, 
he pulled his skin all the way back 
and just held his cock still. It started 
jumping like a heartbeat and the 
cream came out in thick spurts and 
hit the floor. He came so thick that 
you could actually hear the come hit 
the wood floor. 

The three of us stood there in 
silence until Angel said, “Miguel, 
man, | think we found a friend.” | 
nodded and Tito smiled. 

To be continued, hopefully with 
photos! 

Miguel 

New York City 
(Editor’s note: Whew! is right, 
Miguel! We're always glad to hear 
about your good times with your 
buddy Angel —and now your other 
buddy, Tito! We're hoping to hear 
that you and Angel settle down to 
domestic bliss someday, because 
you two guys seem made for each 
other. And we hope you'll share 
your honeymoon photos with all the 
other readers.) 


MASSAGE ’EM! 
| just read the article in the 


November 1990 issue of Uncut, “Cir- 
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cumcision and the Heterosexual 
Dilemma,” which set me to thinking 
about feeling and lack of feeling. 

I’m uncut, so | don’t know how a 
circumcised mans penis feels to 
him. But | do know that all my cir- 
cumcised partners like it when | give 
them a massage. 

He may not have a foreskin, but 
you can treat his whole body like a 
foreskin. 

| like to start by rubbing his chest 
and stomach with the palm of my 
hand. Guys really respond to that. | 
also like to rub my hand flat around 
their crotch and groin, pressing into 
the thighs and the area inside the 
legs below the groin. 

| like to pull whatever skin is left 
on their cock over the glans as 
much as | can, stretching it down, 
then letting it fall back. That’s a 
good way to start massaging the 
whole penis. 

| think more guys should mas- 
sage their partners, and watch how 
they respond! 


New Jersey 


FRANK & FRANK 

Did Uncut stutter? 

May 1990 had Frank Strong in 
living color. November 1990 had 
Frank Strong in black and white! 

| love Uncut even though | am cut. 
| am the only one of four sons who 
was mutilated. 

The two eldest were born at home. 
My brother nearest my age was 
born in a hospital, but premature 
with such a tiny dick they didn’t dare 
cut a piece off! 

| was the one born healthy and in 
the hospital, and so | was the one 
circumcised! 

The longer | am without a foreskin 
the more | miss it. 

| hope all the uncut guys in the 
world understand and can ap- 
preciate why we cut skinhounds are 
so crazy to munch on skin! Especial- 
ly Latin and Brazilian skin, in my 
case. 

Carl 
Florida 


WHAT A MAN! 

I’m at work with my January 1991 
issue of Uncut and couldn't resist 
the temptation to fax you some con- 
gratulations on Scott Cruise, in that 
issue. What a man! Such a fine 
specimen of muscle and beauty. 

He is absolutely gorgeous! Where 
did he come from? 

| hope to see more photos of him 
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in the future. This guy is a real man. 
And | am sitting here all wet! 
Steven 

Imperial Beach, CA 
(Editor’s note: You might be 
pleased to hear that Scott is from 
your part of Southern California. We 
suggest you check out Black’s 
Beach, that way you'll be able to 
positively |.D. Scott if he walks past.) 


CIRC KITS 

| was so dismayed to read about 
the circumcision kits in “Skin News 
& Views” in the January 1991 issue 
of Uncut. 

Just imagine the evil that could go 
on with such a kit in the wrong 
hands: “concerned” parents, stupid 


grandparents, evil children. 


- | wasn’t clear if the kits were 
designed to circumcise infants or 
adults, but since the product 
originated in Israel, | imagine it is 
designed for neonatal circumcisions. 
Some friends of mine, a 
heterosexual couple, recently told 
me they had their baby son circum- 
cised. The dad tried to make some 
joke about nearly cutting off too 
much. | just sat there with a sick feel- 


ee 
ing and kept my mouth shut. What 
do you say to such people? How 
can it be legal for parents to mutilate 
their children? That happened to me 
and | wish | had my foreskin back! 
Steve 

Florida 
(Editor’s note: First, don’t sit there in 
silence. It’s too late for you to have 
any impact on your friend’s newly 
circumcised son, but if they have 
another child, don’t hesitate to ques- 
tion them about their reason for cir- 
cumcision. Write to NOCIRC (see 
their address in “Organs”) or one of 
the national organization for litera- 
ture, written for new parents, you 
can pass on. If you’re embarrassed 
to bring it up, then mail the informa- 
tion to them anonymously. If your 
relationship with the dad is open 
enough for you to discuss your own 
sexual feelings, tell him your reac- 
tion to being circumcised. Genera- 
tions continue to circumcise merely 
because, in a lot of instances, they 
were circumcised and think they 
must, that there is some social or 
historic precedent they are com- 
pelled to follow.) 
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GRUPO GAY DA BAHIA 

We received a compelling letter 
from the struggling Brazilian gay 
group, Grupo Gay da Bahia, which 
we'd like to share with you: 

“Group Gay da Bahia is a 
homosexual association, ten years 
old, declared by the Municipality of 
Bahia as a Public Service. We are 
the oldest gay organization in Brazil, 
and since 1982 we have become the 
most active group of any kind in the 
prevention of AIDS. Up to now, we 
have distributed 200,000 free con- 
doms among the gay community. 
Bahia, which is the 4th largest city in 
population in Brazil, ranks as 7th in 
reported AIDS cases. We have al- 
ways declared that AIDS information 
and prevention has resulted in this 
low rate. 

“But GGB is a very poor organiza- 
tion. Most of our members are 
blacks and mulattos, young, usually 
under twenty-five years of age; and 
mostly gays who have faced dis- 
crimination in employment and hous- 
ing because of their sexuality. 

In the ten years that we have been 
around, we have received a total of 
$5500 in grant money, and that has 
come from the European Committee 
for Human Rights, Kimeta Society 
(Canada), and National Association 
of Black & White Men Together 
(USA); we receive no grants from 
our government. We are members 
of the International Association of 
Lesbian and Gays. 

We have a small office, and the 
only gay archive in Brazil. Here, 
twice a week, about 40-50 gay 
people gather for an informative 
meeting that lasts about two hours. 
It is a miracle that we have been 
able to keep going, for ten years, on 
$5500. Sometimes, we are amazed 
ourselves. 

We are writing to ask for any kind 
of help. We would be grateful if you 
could publish a small notice about 
GGB in your magazine. Since there 
is no gay press in Brazil, we are al- 
ways looking for donations of gay 
magazines and journals. We can 
share these materials with a steady 
stream of gay visitors to our office. 


We have been able to use some 
American publications in making dis- 
plays about gay love and the health 
crisis for public exhibitions. 

“Bahia became, in April 1990, the 
first. city in Latin America where is it 
forbidden, by law, to discriminate 
because of sexual orientation. This 
is our most recent and our biggest 
victory. But, almost every week, the 
newspapers are reporting about yet 
another gay murdered! 

“Brazil itself is the second country 
in the world, after the USA, with the 


largest number of reported AIDS 
cases. Still, in all of Brazil there are 
only six gay groups. We are one of 
them, and we need your help.” 
Luiz Mott 
Founder, GGB 
We have some suggestions for 
readers who are interested in getting 
involved: the first one of which is to 
consider sending money. Brazil has 
the worst inflation in the world 
today, and a couple of U.S. dollars 
can go quite far. If you have safer- 
sex information materials, you might 
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NEW YORK POST 


WFAN MAKES IT 


A WFUN SATURDAY 


Jints run record to 5-0 
with win in Washington 


We don't know which headline from this New York Post sports section we 
like the most: “Give ’em Some Skin” or ‘Jets Go Down for the Count.” The 
Washington Redskins were 5-0 at the end of this game back in October 
1990, hence their salutary headline. Meanwhile, the Jet were being creamed 
(figuratively speaking, of course) by the Chargers in another game. All of 
this added up to a rare case of double double-entendre headlines. 


ETTLES IS ADDED 
MET TUMP’S STAFF 


Details / Page 48 


Hank Gola / Page 54 
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consider filling an envelope and trot- 
ting down to your post office with it. 
If you send the material by 
“Air/Printed Matter,” you can send 
quite a bit for not too much money. 
You should not have to declare what 
is inside, but if the clerk insists, just 
say they are “informational 
brochures” with no commercial 
value. Do not register the envelope 
(very expensive) even if you have 
enclosed a check (made out to 
Grupo Gay da Bahia so it can not be 
stolen and cashed by anyone else). 
lf you have extra copies of gay-in- 
terest and gay-themed books, you 
might consider sending them, but 
this time by “Surface Mail.” It takes 
longer (about a month) but it is cer- 
tainly cheaper, and you can also 
enclose a note. 
If you just send a check, send it 
by “Air Mail/Letter Rate,” which is 


CIRC NEWS 
Circumcision, pro an 

media. Recent stories that 

account of Kemal Ozkan, cal 


he mutilates about 20 youths a day in his | 
$200, and business is boomi 


f the population observe the religious practice. 


Parents pay Ozkan up to 
lim country, where 99% oO 

Ozkan, who has been in business 
responsible for circumcising over 58 


between five and eight years of age sot 


dure, according to Dr. Demokan Erol, chi 
rformed with a knife and without benefit of 


Turkey. The circumcision is pe 
anesthesia. 


According to reports by the Ministry of Healt 
dant stories of botched circumcisions performe 


d con, continues to be a regular p 
have come to our attention inc 
led the Circumcision King in Turkey because 


.45 per half ounce. 

Really ambitious readers might 
consider sending a safe sex poster 
(in a sturdy tube to make sure it ar- 
rives a poster and not a pancake!); 
again, because of the weight, use 
the more economical “Surface 
Mail,” Mark the green customs tag 
Educational Material and indicate 
No Commercial Value. 

And while you're doing this sin- 
gular good deed for your gay 
brothers in Bahia, Brazil, remember 
that one of the major mainstream 

newspapers in Brazil printed an 
editorial calling for the extermination 
of gays simply for having the HIV 
virus —the government did not even 
respond. 

You can contact Grupo Gay da 
Bahia by writing: 

GGB, Caixa Postal 2552, 40.020 
Salvador, Bahia, Brazil. 


art of the news 
Jude one chilling 


stanbul clinic during the summer. 
ng in the strictly Mus- 


for over 26 years, claims he has been 
000 boys. Turkish youths are clipped 
hat they will remember the proce- 


h in Turkey, there are abun- 
d by local religious leaders, 
hich required corrective 


resulting in incidents of severed urethras, W 
en death. The Ministry will not release 


surgery, as well as infection, and ev 


any figures, but the government has called 


for a free nationwide circum- 


cision service to address the problem. 


PUFF THE M.D. 


Puff the M.D. 

lived for the “C” 

and frolicked in the O.B. ward 
in the land of Circ’d Bay-bee. 


Little Jackie Raper 

loved that rascal Puff 

and brought him strings 
and sealing wax 

and other fancy stuff. 


Together they would ponder 
more excuses to do circs. 
Jackie kept a lookout for 
increasing M.D. perks. 


Programmed moms and daddies 
would bow when e’er they came. 
Medicos turned into wimps 

as Puff kept up his game. 
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Some are fooled forever, 

but not so little boys. 

Cold steel rings and sterile strings 
make way for other toys. 


One great year it happened... 
No one signed the form. 

And Puff the mighty M.D. 

no longer was the norm. 


His head was bent in sorrow. 
A sinner, not a saint. 

Puff no longer went to play 
along the Circumstraint. 


Then, with a gasp, he snipped 
the tail between his legs! 

And Puff the mighty M.D. 
finally slipped into the dregs. 


ief urologist at a hospital in Ankara, 
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Ankara 
URKEY’S SCHOOL summer 
cations are boom time for 
cumcision King Kemal Oa 
“Each year, about 1 million ! 


come of circumcision age in Turk 
58-year-old paramedic Ozkan said. 


Up to 20 boys a day will pass thre 
his private Istanbul clinic with pi 
parents paying a8 much as $200 for 
privilege. | 

“Few of them are taken to host 
because the hospitals are full and m 


equipped for major surgeries,” hes 


Circumcision is one of the | 
strictly observed religious practic 
secular, though predominantly Mu 
Turkey. Muslim families, 99 perce 
Turkey's 55 million population, r 
circumcision as the first step to 
smothe| hood. Turkish doctors consider ci 
column} cision a hygienic and prophylactic 


Dr. Demokan Erol, chief urolo 
an Ankara hospital, said: “Res 
shows that in communities where 
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cancers of the male genitalia have 
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of the ritual, each boy is accompanied by 
an adult male to give him courage as he 
faces the knife. 


The male companion, or kirve, as- 
sumes lifelong obligations to the boy, 
much like a Christian godfather. 


The skills of Ozkan and the hygienic 
conditions under which he performs are 
not mirrored in much of rural Turkey. 
In the villages, paramedics have rarely 


Pain-killers are 
rarely part 
of the ritual 


had special training in circumcision. Of- 
ten, the operation is performed by 
handymen whose sole claim to profi- 
ciency is inherited from their fathers. 


There are abundant stories of botch- 
ed circumcisions leading to severed ure- 
thras, which require corrective surgery, 
as well as infections and even deaths. 


“We hear of the occasional death’ 
occurring from circumcisions made by. 


untrained people,” Ozkan said. “Some 
do not heed rules of hygiene, do not 
have modern instruments and can cause 
serious physical or psychological dam- 
age to a child.” 


Although the Ministry of Health has 
no exact figures of deaths or mutilations 
caused by amateur practitioners, com- 
plaints from around the country have 
spurred government this year to begin a 
free, nationwide circumcision service. 


ON THE CUTTING EDGE 
American artist John Shown, who 
lives in Mexico City and covers the 
art scene for The Mexico City News, 
recently had a major showing of a 
new suite of collages titled Mexikons 
at the Museo Universitario del 
Chopo. Shown’s collages have ap- 
peared in a large number of gay pub- 
lications over-the past decade. 
Although his work deals largely with 


the redefinition of popular culture, 
there is always an undercurrent of 
eroticism in his masterfully con- 
structed collages. 

Shown is currently working on 
designs for a new tarot card deck, 
as well as exploring the fusion of art 
and erotic video. 

The two pieces shown here are 
from the Mexikons exhibit. 
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RECOGNIZE THE MEN, BUT THESE APPEARANCES HAVE NEVER BEEN SEEN BEFORE ON ANY OTHER VID 

Brian Diaz was first seen in VT-17 at age 18. He's about 26 here, changed by the years, tattooed.and older, but still 

major heart-breaker, about 5'6" and 150 tough, hairy pounds with a butt and legs, the sight of which will snap y: 

to attention. Brian was also in VT-29 and VI-924in-duo.J/O scenes, and VT-96. He is in solo io C-38214 an 
B, and 96-B and C. Thére are2 new sets, 


through anew.visit.¢ . and this laid-back, Latin galanis 

love Rod Garretto? That's what ! thought! Rod is an exquisite vision, 140% 

22 years of age. Before | become totally enraptured by the thought of his 

remind you that there were 2 sets of indoor pix, 114-E and F, offered when his earli 

(VT-114), came out. That video was shot outdoors. This video is a scorcher shot inside, but the pix, never before 
released sets 158-E, F and G, are shot outdoors. | HOLA! is two, rare hours of color video and sound with seven bello” 
hombres sharing all and getting off with you for $59 plus $3 postage. Time, folks, to learn Spanish! 


HOW TO ORDER: 


IF YOU DO NOT HAVE AN ORDER FORM, USE A PLAIN PIECE OF PAPER. 
FOR VIDEO TAPES LIST THE NUMBER, SPECIFY WHETHER YOU WISH VHS OR BETA, 
AND ENCLOSE $59 PLUS $3 POSTAGE FOR EACH TAPE. 
FOR OTHER ITEMS, ENCLOSE THE COST 7 
| (AUDIO CASSETTES $9; PHOTO SETS $7), 
PLUS 60¢ POSTAGE PER ITEM. CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ADD 6%% SALES TAX. 


| THANKS FOR YOUR ORDER! 
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THE 


CHURCHILL’S COCK 


‘ was awakened by soft breaths of 
air whispering across my sweat- 
sheened buns. A tendril of muslin 
sheeting blown by the same slight 
breeze followed, touching lightly 
against my hip, nudging me into 
wakefulness. That was when | was 
first aware that my pillow was the 
thigh of a well-formed young 
man...and that my sperm-encrusted 
lips were only inches away from the 
velvety perfection of a huge uncut 
cock draped provocatively over a 
set of memorable hairless balls. 

Raising myself on my elbows, | 
surveyed the whole tempting feast 
of manhood. The body was slight 
but tightly muscled, with the popped- 
out vein tracery of a serious 
bodybuilder. A tiny giant...a Chinese 
Adonis scaled down...like the tiny 
ivory carvings of elephants that 
somehow convey strength and 
power. No body hair marred the 
satiny perfection of the torso. Not 
even pubic hair remained to blur the 
inajesty of the enormous genitals. 

| reached out with my fingertips 
and brushed the belly and groin. A 
hint of stubble answered my un- 
spoken question. | cupped my hand 


around the limp monster, and lifted 
it to heft its weight. Then my fingers 
circled and drew the cock up 
towards me, delighting in the loose 
feel of skin moving with my fingers 
up...up...over the helmet head until 
| was left with only a bundle of fores- 
kin to tease and tug. 

“Good morning.” With only a light 


My lips were 
only inches away 
from the velvety 

perfection of a 
huge uncut cock 

draped provocatively 
over a set of 
hairless balls 


tightening of his belly muscles David 
Chan lifted his upper body off the 
bed, and leant forward to kiss me. A 
hard and aggressive kiss, with a 
tongue that probed wickedly into my 


mouth. It was as bold an opening 
move as when we had first met, only 
yesterday... 

A friend had warned me that my 
side trip to Bandar Seri Begawan, 
capital of the Islamic Sultanate of 
Brunei on the north coast of Borneo, 
would be sexually unproductive. “A 
tight-assed religious prison,” had 
been his succinct description. And 
for four days after | arrived | could 
only agree with that judgment. This 
steamy capital was hot only in terms 
of the weather. | had failed to get 
even a whiff of a likely sexual partner. 

| was horny... 

In desperation, and out of ex- 
treme boredom, | followed the ad- 
vice of my hotel concierge and paid 
a visit to the Winston Churchill 
Museum. 

Huh? You heard correctly! This oil- 
rich backwater, a former protec- 
torate of Britain, has a large 
museum devoted to the memory of 
Winston Churchill. Breezes off the 
South China Sea blow through gal- 
leries of memorabilia. The great 
man’s baby carriage, a lock of his 
hair made into a portrait of a dog (or 
maybe it was a kitten—this was an 
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art form that lacked visual exact- 
ness), the “siren-suit” that he wore 
to inspect bombed-out areas of Lon- 
don, some wampum beads given 
Churchill to mark the Mohawk an- 
cestry he claimed through his 
American mother Jennie Jerome. 
There appears to be nothing con- 
nected with Churchill's life that has 


penis.” The voice was low, well- 
spoken, and very British, but the 
speaker was very Chinese...very 
handsome...very sexy. Our eyes 
met and we both instantly knew the 
most important facts about each 
other...we were gay and we were 
horny. 

“!’m David Chan.” He extended a 


escaped the curator’s talons. The en- hand to me. “I work here.” Gestur- 


tire collection is a treasury of campy 
junk, and easily qualifies as a “must 
see” on any tourist agenda. 

But even jaw-dropping kitsch 
can’t keep my mind from sex for 
very long. So when my eyes began 
removing over a special photo ex- 
hibition entitled “Churchill on 
Holiday,” | naturally zeroed in ona 
snapshot taken beside a hotel pool 
in Marrakesh, Morocco, in the early 
thirties. Churchill is emerging from 
the pool, his period woolen bathing 
suit sodden with water and sagging 
in such a way as to suggest a really 
enormous cock. 

| peered closely at the photo- 
graph, trying to estimate just how 
big the cock might be. Suddenly 
there was a light cough from behind 
me. | jumped in surprise. 

“Sorry | startled you, but | too 
would be very interested in knowing 
the size of the Prime Minister’s 
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| have a big cock 
and you have a tall, 
strong body 
and red hair. 
It will be 
very plesant 
for both of us 


ing to the photograph, he continued, 
“It's funny how we're always inter- 
ested in the cocks of famous men.” 

The use of “we” let me know | 
didn’t have to be discreet about 
what | said. 

“We are always interested in big 
cocks...anytime...anywhere. But | 
haven't had any luck in Brunei. No 
big cocks, no little cocks. Nothing.” 

“Well, we can’t let your visit to the 
Sultanate be a disappointment. 
Would you like to come home with 
me?” His hand stroked his crotch in- 
vitingly. “I have a big cock and you 
have a tall, strong body and red hair. 
It will be very pleasant for both of 
In less than twenty minutes we 
were stripping in front of a large 
bed, canopied with a mosquito net. 
David’s home was a surprise; a 
large bungalow exquisitely fur- 
nished. | didn’t know museum per- 
sonnel were that well paid — even in 
the world’s second-richest oil state. 

Naked, David was as toothsome a 
morsel of manhood as ever I’ve 
seen. Although morsel hardly 
described his almost absurdly large 
cock and balls. His cock had flared 
into full erection as he removed his 
shorts, but instead of pointing out it 
had tightened-up flat against his 
belly. The sheathed tip of the uncut 
monster was flush with his belly but- 
ton. 

| whistled appreciatively and 
grasped the huge dick and pulled it 
away from David's belly. Then | 
released my hold. The monster tool 


slapped back into position against 
the belly with an audible thwack. 

“Jesus, it's been years since I've 
played with a cock that big and that 
tight-sprung.” 

David moved forward against my 
body, and levered his cock between 
my thighs. 

| had to strain to hold it firmly in 
place. 

David's mouth brushed against 
the red fuzz on my chest and then 
he began to nibble aggressively on 
my tits. 

| was so much taller that | could 
easily bend over for a full view of 
David’s back. | could see my hands 
cup and massage his full, firm, buns. 

Without releasing his hold on me, 
David maneuvered me backward 
and pushed me backwards through 
the opening of the mosquito net. We 
squirmed in unison to position our- 
selves comfortably on the bed, 
David refusing to release my tits 
from the feverish onslaught of his 
hungry mouth. 

Eventually he lifted himself awa‘; 
from my chest and settled his ass 
over my upright prick. Without much 
guidance my hot poker slid easily 
upwards into that sweet and sour 
love tunnel. This was velvet ecstasy, 
as the soft warmth caressed the 
length of my dong. 

| looked up at David...it was as 
though he were a jockey and I were 
the horse, for he was bouncing up 
and down with that kind of rhythm. 
Then his hands found his own tits 
and he began squeezing them 
savagely. His balls were thumping 
repetitively on the flat of my 
belly...but that huge dick looked as 
though it were welded to David's 
belly. 

| reached for the Chinese cock 
and peeled back the foreskin to 
reveal the big purple cock-head. | 
could see a cheesy build-up around 
the lower edge... 

Mmmm...good! 

So as | fucked, | stroked. Having 
my hands on that monster was bet- 
ter than a Christmas bonus. Beneath 
my touch the corded veins throbbed 
with blood and passion. The cowl of 
skin slickly flopped back and forth 
over the gleaming satiny glans. If | 
levered the cock down it was pos- 
sible to glimpse the pre-cum hover- 
ing expectantly in the piss-slit. These 
were games | was born to play, and 
this was the kind of toy you didn't 
want to share. 

David was light in weight, so | was 


able to really slam my cock up his 
ass. With each thrust he would 
respond with a vigorous downward 
push. In my imagination | could see 
my cock ripping through David's 
belly button to team up with that 
memorable oriental dick. 

But fantasies could only take up a 
few seconds...time is precious when 
orgasm is inevitable. We were both 
close, so close...David inclined 
backward slightly and pushed my 
hand away from his cock. It sprang 
back to attention against the wall of 
his belly. | could see the thick 
urethral vein writhing on the ex- 
posed underside...| saw the trigger- 
ing spasm...! saw the jade jism 
spurt from his cock to fountain up 
and splatter itself on his chest. Again 
and again the jism spurted up and 
over. | had never seen a guy cream 
himself quite this way before. The 
strands of cum laced across David’s 
chest and dangling from his tits 
threw me over the edge, and | 
came...screaming and gasping...my 
hips ramming upwards to squirt my 
stuff deep in David’s ass. 

We spent the night like rabbits. 
We fucked, we sucked, we drove 
our bodies wildly to match the urgen- 
cy of our lust. 

And now | was awake again, and 
ready. David’s tongue was in my 


throat challenging me to pick where 
we left off. | felt my cock firm up for 
the battle ahead. And then a door 
opened. 

“Who have you brought home 
this time? Oh David, you are good 
to me...a redhead!” 

The newcomer was a Malay, a 
stocky guy in his late thirties, 
dressed in a silk bathrobe. 


This was 
velvet ecstasy, 
as the soft warmth 
caressed the 
length 
of my dong... 


“lam Ibrahim.” 

David introduced me, giving me 
just the faintest wink of complicity. | 
understood | was being asked to go 
along with whatever developed. 

“| am David’s sugar daddy. That 
is still an expression in English?” 

“A bit old-fashioned, but the 
meaning isn’t.” 


Ibrahim smiled. He was decidedly 


homely, but his hairy body looked 
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strong and fit beneath the bathrobe. 
“But | am not a jealous man...and 
David shares so much with me.” 

Oriental indirectness is no longer 
a mystery to me, so | replied bluntly, 
“A threesome is okay with me.” 

Ibrahim paused, a little disap- 
pointed that | had interrupted his 
seduction routine. 

Beside me, David laughed. 
“Ibrahim likes to watch me have sex 
with the guys | bring home. If he 
gets really turned on, he'll join in.” 

“Now there’s a challenge | can re- 
late to,” | said, and bent over and 
sucked David’s foreskin-draped 
monster into my mouth. 

As my lips uncovered the warm 
and sweet purple cockhead at the 
top of David's stiffening shaft, | 
heard two gasps of pleasure. | 
guessed that Ibrahim wasn’t a silent 
watcher, and was going to accom- 
pany our performance with plenty of 
sensual mouth music. 

| was right. Every move we made 
was greeted with appreciative 
noises...grunts, sighs, the wet slaps 
of masturbation, and occasional 
coaching on our positions. 

“David, spread that red fuzzy ass 
wider so | can see your tongue work 
on the pucker.” 

Ibrahim would have made a good 
porno director! 

| have always responded well to 
an appreciative audience, and if the 
guy you are balling is well hung the 
combination is dynamic. David's 
cock was wet and hot from my fren- 
zied worship, every trace of cheese 
lapped away by my eager tongue. 
His piss slit was pumping out a 
copious flow of glittering, salty, pre- 
cum. Some major lust was being un- 
leashed on the bed in front of 
Ibrahim. 

A quick glance told me he found 
us pretty stimulating. He was seated 
ona chair pulled up close. Naked, 
and with his legs thrust wide apart. 
His dick was easily a stunning ten-in- 
cher, and fat...thick as a beer can. 
But what made me look twice was 
that the entire pubic area was 
shaved, just like David’s. But with 
Ibrahim the effect was startlingly 
erotic because the guy was a 
bear...the rest of his body was a 
forest of black fuzz! 

When Ibrahim saw me look hard 
at him, he decided the time had 
come to join us on the bed. 

We shifted so that David was posi- 
tioned to screw me in the ass, while 
Ibrahim crouched over sixty-nine 
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style so that he could suck me while 
| vacuumed out his mega-pisspole. 

That was one shit-shaking 
threesome! 

David reamed into me as though 
he were a ram entering a young 
lamb. 

“Christ, you're too big!” | 
screamed silently. But when that 
huge cock had finally brutally forced 
its way up my ass, | would have 
killed to keep it there forever. There 
was so much goddamn man inside 
me! 

Simultaneously, Ibrahim had gone 
down over my jerking steel-hard 
dick. Amazingly, so far down that he 
managed to suck up one of my 
balls. My cock was a furnace of in- 
describable sensations...that joined 
up with the equally mind-numbing 
feeling of Ibrahim’s cock stretching 
my lips as it forced its massive way 
into my throat. 

As the two of them worked on me 
| gradually realized that there was a 
decidedly extra zing to the feel of 
their cocks and crotches against my 
body. Of course, they were both 
shaved! No body hair acted as a bar- 
rier to skin to skin contact. The base 
of David's cock was not 
camouflaged with hair, so | could 
truly feel the satiny softness with just 
a hint of stubble pricking the 
stretched and tender pucker of my 
ass. 

Ibrahim’s completely naked 
crotch was equally sexy. My lips and 
tongue found only crinkly softness 
around cock and balls. No action- 
distracting hairs to spit out! 

When we came, well...imagine 
Hoover Dam collapsing over you. 
David yelled, shuddered, and shot a 
gusher of sperm into my ass. 
Ibrahim very nearly crushed my skull 


_-as he slammed down in the final 


seconds of orgasm...but then he 
opened up a river of the sweetest, 
hottest, cum that spun and swirled 
and filled my mouth. 

| know | came big...Ibrahim 
seemed very pleased...but honestly, 
my mind was still revelling in the 
twin injections of love jism. 

The morning was cool by the 
standards of Brunei, but all three of 
us were drenched in body sweat. As 
we lay back on the bed Ibrahim was 
entranced by the way in which 
sweat had darkened my fair red hair 
to a shade of almost crimson. 

“Red is so unusual,” he mur- 
mured. “Such good luck!” 

| knew my red hair was one of the 
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reasons | was so attractive to most 
nationalities of Southeast Asia, it 
had got me into the sack with more 
men than | could ever remember. 
But Ibrahim’s interest was greater 
than any | had ever known... 
“Maybe you'd like to cut some 
off...” It was just a guess on my 
part, but it turned out to be exactly 
what David and Ibrahim had in mind. 


“Would you let us shave you?” 
whispered Ibrahim. 

David’s eyes gleamed with echo- 
ing passion. 

“No problem...guests should al- 
ways leave a gift.” 

David scampered off and returned 
with scissors and shaving gear. 

Ibrahim took the scissors and 
carefully cut off as much of my 
pubic hair as he could. This he 
placed reverently in a plastic bag. 
Then he and David knelt on either 
side of me and began to jerk their 
meat. My cock immediately rose 
towards those massive love tubes. 

| tried to relax and absorb every 
second of this display of practiced 


‘technique, marveling at the ease 


with which they both summoned up 
yet another load of cum from seem- 
ingly bottomless treasuries. Soon, 
both cocks bucked and spat out 
their loads of creamy jism to fall and 
spatter the area of my crotch. Un- 


touched by me, my own cock jerked - 


and fountained out a matching load 
of jism. 
David smeared the pooled sperm 


throughout my pubic hair and 
around and over my fuzzed balls. 
Ibrahim then picked up a safety 
razor and with careful, practiced, 
ritual strokes cleansed me of every 
trace of body hair around my geni- 
tals. Only the sounds of carefully 
controlled breathing told me how 
much this was affecting both men. 

It was a turn-on for me as well, 
but hey, some guys have their spe- 
cial thing... 

When Ibrahim was finished, David 
pulled me off the bed onto my feet. 
He pointed his cock at me and 
hosed off the remaining sperm and 
the tiny flecks of shaved hair with a 
stream of urine. 

| could see Ibrahim’s cock hard 
and heavy once again as he viewed 
David's bathing of my crotch. 

“Now fuck me,” muttered David, 
“and feel the difference.” 

He bent over and offered his ass 
to me. | moved up behind him and 
fingered his asshole for a moment, 
then | put the tip of my cock on the 
rosy pucker and pushed my way 
in...slowly, deliberately, gliding 
majestically up the love tunnel the 
way | like it...feeling the responsive 
muscles clamp around my shaft as it 
penetrates deep inside. 

This time, though, there was an 
extra edge of please as David’s ass 
slammed up against my pubic 
area...the cool, silky feel, of skin on 
skin. It was special...magic. These 
guys knew what they were doing. 

Behind me Ibrahim fumbled 
around to guide his dick up my ass. 
This time | was loose and easy as 
the giant cock plowed its way into 
my depths...and this time | felt that 
special erotic edge of soft skin 
against skin... 

Ahead of me, through the win- 
dow, | could see gentle swells of the 
South China Sea. | began to match 
the rhythm... 

There were enough possibilities in 
our threesome to keep in Brunei for 
some time... 

When | left town Ibrahim and 
David took me to the airport. They 
gave me a parting gift...a copy of 
the Churchill photograph. Every 
time | look at it, and try to puzzle out 
just how big Churchill's cock might 
be, | think of two of the biggest 
cocks I’ve ever sported with...in Ban- 


_dar Seri Begawan. Whatever else it 


might be, this backwater capital has 
gay guys who can be described as 
“tight-assed” in only the most com- 
plimentary fashion. A 
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BY 
RICK 
_ JACKSON 


Wren | first hit L.A., | had an at- 
titude. | was from the Big Apple — 
that’s The Big Apple—and this little 
California town had some proving to 
do, as far as | was concerned. My 
magazine had sent me there for 
some photographs of architecture, 
and | wasn’t excited about the idea. 

But something stirred in me the 
first time | saw a new kind of ar- 
chitecture. | saw him working out on 
the beach. He was incredible. | had 
traveled to Venice Beach, the 
famous “Muscle Beach,” and 
among the crowd of freaks, tourists, 
surfers, bikers, and students, | saw 
him. He was working out on the 
beach, and from my first glance at 
him, | was his prisoner. 

Jesus, what a stud, what a hunk! 
He was pure athletic steel from the 
blond hair of his head to his tanned 
toes. Every inch of his huge body 
. was a deep bronze color— except, | 
supposed, for the thin stripe 
covered by the skin-tight tank suit 
he wore, but then who knows? 

A look at that area really turned 
me on. It looked like he had a huge 
fist clenched in there. A big knot of 
muscle stretched that clinging suit, 
and he walked around as if he were 
oblivious of it, nothing special, noth- 
ing to be concerned about. | could 
barely keep from staring. | did buy a 


hot dog and a Coke so | would have 
some reason to linger around, 
watching. | forgot about the appoint- 
ments | had for the rest of the day. | 
had to hang around and meat-—or at 
least “meet” and talk to—this guy. 

| had only recently decided that 
stud meat turned me on more than 
females. | got a much harder erec- 
tion looking at pictures of cocksuck- 
ing men than | did watching even a 
live female strip. | had taken to 
switching the channels in the 


Rr 2 aha 
He was 
lifting barbells 
at the time 
| walked by 
and those shoulders 
were rippling like 
waves 


bookstore videos to the gay movies, 
and with the sight of horny studs 
sucking and fucking each other, 
beating off was only a matter of a 
couple minutes. But as yet | had 
never had contact with another man. 
| was looking forward to it. Who 


knows, this big fucker could be into 
male meat! 

And what a chunk of male meat 
he was! | would say he was 6’2” or 
6'3”, and he weighed probably 250 
or so. He was a football linebacker 
stripped to the shorts, a pro wrestler 
in a bikini, a beefy lumberjack in an 
electric blue jockstrap. His ° 
shoulders looked like they belonged 
on a Hereford steer. He was lifting 
barbells at the time | walked by, and 
those shoulders were rippling like 
waves in the Colorado River rapids. 
His pecs looked like slabs of leather- 
covered cast iron. His nipples were 
like black medallions, and | knew 
that they would harden into .45 mag- 
num bullets when touched. No .22's 
for this guy, everything about him 
was larger than life. 

In spite of never having touched 
a real man, | had read enough to 
know what happened, and | had ex- 
perimented on myself —my own nip- 
ples hardened under my fingers. 
That's the nice thing about male 
equipment, it doesn’t care who’s 
operating it, even the owner. It will 
respond just the same, as 
evidenced by the towel | kept under 
my bed to wipe up the spurts of cum 
| splattered in bed every night and 
morning. 

This sweating athlete made me 
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pray he might be the one | would 
have my first experience with...but 
what a fantasy that was. | went on 
with my erotic examination. 

His belly was a hard, corrugated 
panel of oak. His waist was slim. He 
was without the slightest bit of fat; all 
his muscles were right under the sur- 


' face. He turned away from me as he 


did a clean-and-jerk. His huge latis- 
simus muscles made his back into 


ee] one big, triangular slab of muscle. 
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ignature: 


As the weights went up, | could see 


| the configuration of the muscles in 


his ass—that suit looked like Navy 
blue cellophane —and | nervously 
licked my lips. 

He wasn't looking at me. He 


| didn’t see me in the crowd of ad- 
 ~mirers. But | saw him. | watched him 
2 work out until he finally pulled on a 


pair of shorts and a tank top, cover- 
ing up too much of that fantastic 
physique, and left. | was so horny 


4 from watching him work out, | saw a 


wet spot in the front of my pants that 


Se=|_ my aching dick had made with drib- 


ble after dribble of lusting pre-cum. 

| walked around with a bar of iron 
in my pants for hours. | had 
nowhere to go for a little jack-off 
relief. | was so horny | was in pain. 
My balls were full, my dick was up 
and cocked, and my libido was in 
full storm. | resolved to come back 
again. Maybe | would see him again, 
but sadly, that isn’t how my luck 
usually runs. | sighed as | drove 
away. | jacked off on the freeway, 
cumming just as a semi-truck 
passed by, and the driver gave me a 
honk on his air-horn...in congratula- 
tions, | guess. 

The next day was Sunday, and 
still horny from seeing the heroic 
monster in the blue tank suit, | 
decided to drive to San Diego to 
visit Black’s Beach, where male 
meat is on display — it’s an unofficial- 
ly “swimsuit optional” beach. | was 
dying for some more erotic stimula- 
tion. 

| parked the car and began walk- 
ing south from the state beach at 
Torrey Pines. | passed families and 
fully dressed people out enjoying 
the sea and sand, but after walking 
several hundred yards, and the 
crowds had thinned out, suddenly | 
saw a naked man walking out into 
the surf. Success. | walked on, and 
the farther north | traveled, the more 
dick | saw. | removed my own swim- 
ming suit, and | walked on as naked 
as the rest. 

As | walked into the nude crowd, | 


was gradually surrounded by 
several hundred men (and women) 
100% in the buff. | was happy to see 
that the ratio of men to women was 
about 30:1. | saw cocks of every 
description, pricks of every age. | 
saw circumcised clubs swinging be- 
tween athletic legs and uncut pipes 
cradled lovingly in the hands of guys 
sunning themselves on towels. 
Many were flaccid and retracted as 
their owners played volleyball or 
engaged in activities other than 
sexual or exhibitionistic. Others 
were extended and semi-erect as 
the dudes attached to them looked 
about with grim, questioning eyes or 
sat with their legs splayed, hefting 
their meat up for inspection and pos- 
sible “further negotiations” by pas- 
sersby. 

Then | just about dropped dead 
with astonishment. There he sat! 
The god from Muscle Beach! God, 
that mighty body lay reclined on the 
sand, soaking up the sun as he slept 
on a towel. My intuitions were right! 
His cock, even soft and unsuspect- 
ing as he lay asleep, looked to be 
maybe three inches in circum- 
ference! It was as big around as his 
wrists, and those weren’t slender. | 
couldn't help beginning a hard-on 
as | realized that hard, his dong 
probably would measure ten inches! 

| spread my own towel near his. 
All my dreams (well, some of them) 
had come true! | was seeing the 
most magnificent and perfect male | 


had ever discovered right beforemy . . 


eyes, in the naked flesh, and motion- 
less for my lusting examination. 
God, how horny he made me! He 
was sweating slightly in the sun, 
which gave his dark bronze skin a 
slick sheen just like it had the day 
before when he was lifting weights. 
Perhaps he was hairy, but he had ap- 
parently shaved it all off. His body 
was hairless except for his tousled 
blond mane and the golden curls 
around his cock. What a specimen! 

| allowed myself the luxury of im- 
agining that he might be gay. | had 
heard that weight-lifters and body- 
builders were often homosexual, 
oriented as they were to the beauty 
and development of the male body. | 
saw a great many glances at my 
crotch. I’m not a bad specimen 
myself, if | do say so. I’m six feet tall, 
and | weigh 175, and I’m well put 
together. But I’m hardly in the world- 
class of the dude from Muscle 
Beach. 

| sat watching him for an hour. 


During that time he woke up, looked 
at me grimly, and rolled over a 
couple of times, each time making 
my aching dong gush alittle pre- 
cum. | was glad that in his presence 
no one paid attention to me. | con- 
cealed my hard-on by lying on my 
stomach. 

At the end of the hour he got up 
and left. So did |. | followed him at a 
discreet distance all the way back to 
the parking lot, watching him put on 
that spray-on blue tank suit as he 
left the environs of Black’s Beach. 
He got in a yellow Mazda Miata and 
drove away. 

My car was too far away to reach 
before his car disappeared, so | lost 
him again. But this time | couldn't 
stand it anymore. | drove to a gas 
station, bought $1 worth of gas, 
went in the mens’ room, and beat 
my meat until | staggered back 
against the wall in ecstasy, my cock 
jetting milky streams of sperm onto 
the walls, mirror, and washbasin: 

When | left the gas station, | was 
still ultra-horny. | decided to visit a 
bathhouse | know in San Diego. | 
checked in, put my clothes in a lock- 
er, wrapped the towel around me, 
and walked around to see the action. 

| died and went to heaven. 

When | pushed open the swinging 
doors to the video room, where 
horny, gay studs spritzed cum all 
over each other in a TV fantasy, | 
saw none other than the mystery 
stud sitting there watching the boob 
tube! | could feel a hard-on begin to 
build instantly. As | walked through 
the door, | saw his eyes flicker in 
recognition. He remembered me 
from the Black’s! | sat down near 
him. 

He sat watching the screen with a 
white towel draped over his loins. So 
did |. Not knowing quite what to do— 
| couldn't just reach over and grab 
him, could 1? —| watched the screen. 
It was a good show: one hunky guy 
knelt on his hands and knees while 
another hosed him from behind, 
slumped over him like a dog fucking 
its mate. The fuckee was skewered 
ona spit of stallion meat: his suck- 
ing, slobbering lips drooled over 
another huge dong aimed at his 
face by another stud kneeling before 
him. God, what steamy action! 

| got so horny watching that | 
decided to diddle myself just a little. 
| mean, it was a gay bathhouse, 
surely masturbation and “playing 
with yourself” was everyone's 
hobby. | fondled myself under the 


towel, and my hard dick responded 
happily, tent-poling my towel. | 
glanced over at Superman. God. He 
was doing the same, but his tent- 
pole would have supported a circus 
tent. He looked up at me, and his 
eyes drilled right through my head. 
He didn’t smile, but neither did he 
look away. | wasn’t sure, but | 
decided to interpret that look as 
some sort of invitation. 

| gathered my courage and 
reached out my hand. When my 
hand touched his towel, he flicked 
away the white cloth from his now- 
erect penis. Goddamn. | touched it, 
and when my finger brushed that 
mighty truncheon of his, his hand 
dropped away in acquiescence, and 
| swear | heard him sigh, a bass, 
grunting sound. | tried to grip it, and 
| was stupefied. It was more than | 
could contain in one hand! God, 
what a stud-man! He smiled as | 
rubbed his dick. 

Hypnotized, | slowly massaged 
that giant cock, feeling my own emo- 
tions going wild. As | stroked that 
monster firehose, it hardened into 
something incredible, like a sirloin 
elephant gun, a muscle cannon. My 
mouth became very dry, and | licked 
my lips. | found | was beginning to 
pant, too. What a sight! As | stroked 
that big, long rifle, he looked at me 
and smiled. Then he closed his 
eyes, and his face took on a strange 
look. | suppose it was an expression 
of approaching ecstasy, a look | sup- 
pose | assume, too, when | am jack- 
ing off. Ecstasy. 

| could feel my own peter throb- 
bing painfully under the towel. | 
flipped the towel away and took it 
out. | never dreamed that he would 
want to do to me as | was doing to 
him. 

“Ahhhh,” he said, reaching out 
and grasping my dong in his iron 
fist. His admiration made me blush, 
but | was also rather proud. | knelt 
facing him. We continued to stroke 
each other’s dicks. 

After several moments of jacking 
off, his eyes constantly boring into 
mine, | could stand it no longer. An 
orgasm started to build. 

| closed my eyes in ecstasy. Noth- 
ing had ever felt so powerfully joyful 
as having another man grab my 
hard dick. And what a man! | was 
seconds away from a climax. | felt 
the fires burning in my guts. | 
thought we would jack each other 
off, and | was looking forward to that 
when he did something | would not 
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have imagined in my wildest dreams. 


“Goddamn,” he said softly, and 
that gave me an incredible thrill! He 
held back the penis meat of my 
foreskin, revealing my throbbing 
cockhead in all its red, moist glory. 
He stroked my prick a couple of 
times, sending me into ecstasy, then 
he dropped down onto his hands 
and knees, lowered his head down, 
opened his jaws, and sucked my 
cock into his mouth! My first blow- 
job, and it was from the most mag- 
nificent stallion | had ever seen! 

God, it was magnificent. | felt the 
wet, hot circle of his lips ring my 
prick, and that lusty ring slide down 
and up it. | felt my dong hit the back 
of his throat, which gave me a real 
rush, and when he moved back to 
my cockhead, | felt his tongue buzz- 
saw that magic spot right under- 
neath. Shit, | went crazy! 

| was so goddamned aroused, he 
sucked me for only about 30 
seconds before an atomic bomb 
went off in my guts. My whole body 
felt like a raging, uncontrolled blast- 
furnace. | pulled my cock out of his 
mouth at the last second, just as the 
searing heat flamed white-hot, and 
the most torrential exhaust of sperm 
| have ever produced rocketed out 
of my frenzied dong in gush after 
agonizing, delirious gush. 

| had to have his cock, | had to 
have that beautiful, huge, sweaty 
weapon in my mouth! | had to suck 
on it just like he had sucked on 
mine! God, | needed it! | pushed him 
onto his back, and | moved my body 
around, bringing that huge organ 
around to my own eager mouth, my 
face directly in front of that big, drib- 
bling prick. | could feel the heat from 
his crotch on my cheeks. | could 
smell that heavy, musky odor of 
sperm and a man’s bollocks. | was 
burning up with fever! | wanted that 
cock in my mouth! | grabbed his 
big, red rod and slobbered my 
mouth over it. It was so huge | 
couldn't get it all into my mouth, but 
| sucked it, god, how | sucked it! 

Again he grunted in pleasure, 
and as my mouth slid down over the 
him, spreading my jaws apart as far 
as they would go, he let out a long, 
low groan. Cocksucking him wasn't 
nearly as satisfying for him, | knew. | 
didn’t have the mouth size, the jaw 
extension, or the depth of throat to 
do a guy like him. But he took 
pleasure from it, nonetheless, be- 
cause his hips twitched almost spas- 
modically as he approached his 
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climax. When he finally yanked his 
dong out of my mouth and began to 
frig it, | was actually rather sad. 

| caught his sperm on my chest, 
though, boiling and streaming out 
like sticky ropes of pearlescent plas- 
tic. His jizz hung from my chest-hair 
like white embroidery, like dripping 
decorations done in runny tooth- 
paste. God, what a man! 

By the time we finished, we had 
collected quite a crowd in the video- 
viewing room, other men eager to 
watch us, to take satellite-roles rub- 
bing our flanks, to be a masturbat- 
ing audience. 

My partner’s physique was not un- 
appreciated by the homophiles in 
the room, either. Many of them 
reached out to grope his balls, to 
pinch and caress his muscles, one 
of them even tried to kiss him. But 
he chivalrously dedicated his atten- 
tions to me, and | was certainly con- 
trolled by nothing other than his 
cock. 

When we had finished with each 
other, he lay back panting. Since 
both our dicks had blasted a real 
salvo, they were limp and out-of- 
commission for the moment, so the 
circle of voyeurs evaporated. He 


looked at me. “What's your name?” 
he asked. 

“Bill,” | said. | learned that his 
name was Dick (what else?), and 
that he lived in Torrance, near 
Muscle Beach. | mentioned that | 
was staying in Glendale, and to my 
unbelieving surprise, hegaid, “You 
know, Bill, you and | ought to get 
together. | remember the first time | 
saw you at Venice. | thought you 
were a knockout guy. | did every- 
thing | could think of to attract you if 
you happened to be gay. | was 
afraid that you hadn’t notice me.” 

| couldn't believe my ears. “What? 
You, with a body like yours, are inter- 
ested in me? The only body-building 
| do is bike riding.” 

“Well, hey, Bill, different strokes 
for different folks,” he said with a 
twinkle in his eye. “I like meat just 
like the next guy, but besides your 
bod | just was attracted to some- 
thing else about you.” 

Well, that was a year ago. | quit 
the New York magazine, got a job in 
sunny Southern California, Dick and 
| got an apartment together, and life 
has become one long run of horny 
wrestlings, spermy ejaculations, and 
lusty laughter. A 
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ani boy. The job sounded easy 
enough to me. What? Did | just keep 
the captain’s cabin nice and clean— 
maybe clean the windows now and 
then and do alittle laundrey? It 
seemed a small price to pay for all 
the adventure and excitement that 
life working in the stable at an inn in 
town didn’t have. So | gave the hor- 
ses an extra helping of oats, then 
stealed away from the barn. The 
poster had said the good ship Drake 
needed a cabin boy—and, at all of 
nineteen years old, | was deter- 
mined to be that boy. 

The wharf bustled with activity. 
As usual, it was crowded with sailing 
ships unloading strange wares from 
as far away as China. One or two 
ships had even come from America, 
the New World. I’d walked among 
these ships almost every day since 
the day | was ten, but I’d never been 
aboard one. 

The Drake was just as busy as 
the other ships, but rather than un- 
loading the ship, the brawny, bare- 


“chested hands were busy loading 


it—with supplies that made me think 
they were starting out for a long, 
long journey. 

“Excuse me!” | yelled up to one 
of the mates. “I hear you're looking 
for a cabin boy!” 

He stopped where he was, 
lowered the crate he’d been carring, 
and stared down at me. “You ever 


been a cabin boy before?” 

“Yes, sir,” | lied. “Lots of times.” 

“Is that right?” the mate said, but 
| don't think he believed me. ‘Well, | 
think you’d make a downright fine 
cabin boy and I’m sure the captain'll 
think so too. Come on up. I'll take 
you to him.” 

“Thanks!” | said, and climbed up 
near him on the deck. The mate 
must've admired my new knickers 
because right away | noticed him 
staring at my pants. Oh well, | 
thought. Probably doesn’t get to 
town to shop for new clothes very 
often. 

The mate’s name was Silver- 
beard, and he led me down into the 
ship and to the captain’s cabin. It 
was small (but big for a ship’s cabin) 
and incredibly cluttered — clothes, 
maps, and navigational instruments 
strewn around the room. From the 
look of things, the captain needed a 
cabin boy all right. 

As for the captain, he was just 
about the biggest, hairiest man I'd 
ever seen. Even sitting at his small, 
upright desk, | could see he was tall 
and thick. He’d obviously lost the 
battle that his jungle of a beard 
must've given him over the years. 
And on his shoulder was a big blue 
and red parrot. 

“Captain?” | said from the door- 
way. He didn’t look up, but | went on 
anyway. “My name’s Timmy, and 
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I've come to see if | can be your 
cabin boy.” Then | added, not too 
convincingly, “I’ve been a cabin boy 
before.” 

Finally, the hairy man looked up 
and over—then gave me a big, 
friendly smile. I'd have to wear my 
knickers more often, | thought; the 
captain was also impressed with 
their looks. From the way he was 
staring, he even liked my shirt— and 
it was just any old thing. 

“Timmy,” he said in a ocean- 
deep voice. “You're hired. We'll be 
gone six months, and I'll pay you a 
copper a week. And if we find 
treasure, you'll get a share of that 
too.” 

“A copper a week!” | said. 
“That’s more money than | usually 
see ina month!” 

Deep within his beard, the cap- 
tain just grinned. 

“Tight little ass!” the parrot 
squawked. 

“How strange,” | said. “l wonder 
what would make him say some- 
thing like that.” 


And the captain just kept grinning. 


That night, | snuck back to the 
stable at the inn and got my few 
belongings. And the next day, the 
Drake set sail for mysterious 
horizens. | 

Everyone on board seemed to 
have a job to do: Silverbeard 
steered, the Captain plotted our 
course, and the other mates tended 
first the oars, then the sails. 

But nobody told me what to do. | 
wasn't strong enough to help with 
the oars, Silverbeard said, and | 
didn’t know how to help with the 
sails. So | watched our progress 
from the prow, then retired to the 
captain’s room to get started clean- 
ing up the mess there. 

A couple of hours later, it didn’t 
look like the same room. It was spot- 
less. Every piece of clothing had 
been put in its drawer, every map in 
its slot. 

Then the captain came in. | 
figured he’d be so pleased he’d 
raise my pay to two coppers a week. 

“Great balls of Neptune!” he 
shouted in his rumbling voice. He 
wasn’t pleased. ‘How in tarnation’s 
name am | going to find anything 
now?” 

| just trembled and looked down 
at the floor. 

“Well?” he demanded. 

| barely whispered. “‘l thought 
you'd be pleased.” 

He fell quiet. | could feel him star- 
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ing at me. Then, out of the corner 
my eye, | saw him shuck off his 
suspenders and peel down the top 
of his sweat-stained long underwear. 
His parrot fluttered over to land on 
the chair by the desk. 

“If you want to please me,” he 
said at last, “you can do what | hired 
you to do.” 

| looked up. “But | thought | did!” 


I'd seen a lot 
of muscular men, 
but I’d never seen 

anyone as thick 
and muscular 
as him. 


And, for some reason, that made 
him laugh uproariously. That’s when 
| noticed his body. Working in the 
stables all my life, I’d seen a lot of 
muscular men— but I’d never seen 
anyone as thick and muscular as 
him. Reddish brown hair covered his 
chest, stomach, and arms. And 
wherever there wasn’t hair, he had 
deep, pink scars and colorful tattoos. 

Then he kicked off his boots and 
pulled down his britches. He was 
standing there in only his long under- 
wear which was pulled down around 
his waist. “Come here, boy,” he 
said, and | did. From there | could 
see that the crotch of his underwear 
was stained with urine and bulging 
oddly. 

He gripped that bulge with one 
hand —and | saw the outline of a 
long stiff penis. “You know what this 
is, Timmy?” 

“Yes, sir,” | said. 

“Do you want to see what it 
looks like?” 

“Yes, sir—if it means you won't 
be mad at me any more.” And that 
made him laugh even louder than 
before. 

Then he sat me down on the bed 


~ and faced me, peeling off the rest of 


his long underwear —and his cock 
bounced upward like the bow of 
ship in mid-storm. | hadn't seen 
many erect cocks, but | knew imme- 
diately that I’d never see one this big 
again. Straining and flexing erect, it 
was fat and pink and arched slightly 
upward, wrapped in a sheath of 
veiny foreskin. A rat’s nest of dense 


pubic hair sprang out from the 
crotch—almost completely covering 
the testicies that looked like gull’s 
eggs buried deep within those curls. 

Then the rest of the long under- 
wear came off, and the Captain 
stood naked in front of me. I’d never 
before heard of one man sucking 
another man’s dick, but | leaned for- 
ward without thinking and slurped 
as much of that stiff mast into my 
mouth as | could take. As my lips 
collapsed around his thick pink oar, 
the Captain released a long, low 
sigh. 

“Poseidon’s balls, that feels 
good!” the Captain growled —and | 
was reminded of the fat balls in front 
of me. | buried my fingers in that 
haze of pubic hair and gripped his 
balls, and the captain sighed again. 
So! was pleasing him. 

Then | felt the captain place his 
hands on the top of my head. His 
grip was firm and felt good in my 
scalp —which is why | didn’t expect 
him to yank my head forward, impal- 
ing me with his dick. 

| gagged on the stiff male flesh 
that was being crammed down my 
throat. And with my nose buried in 
the tips of his pubic hair now, | 
choked when | inhaled only the thick 
stench of a man’s long-unwashed 
crotch. 

“Relax, boy!” the Captain said, 
and | really tried. But | couldn't have 
choked down a huge, unpeeled 
banana, and | couldn’t choke down 
that much stiff man-meat either. 

The Captain pulled out and tried 
again—not plunging as deep this 
time. This | could handle, and | 
responded by firmly wrapping my 
tongue and lips around the sensitive 
upper shaft. The Captain withdrew 
again, then fucked me in the face 
again —a little deeper in this time. 
And again—deeper still. The Captain 
was right! | could take him all —in- 
credibly —if | just gave my jaw a 
chance to relax. Now | could even 
stand the smell of all that crotch 
sweat. | was mighty proud of myself. 

“Lick my balls,” the Captain 
whispered, and when he'd taken his 
hands off my head, | did. Under 
there, the smell of man-sweat was 
overpowering — but now | kind of 
liked it. 

The Captain bent down and lifted 
me up by the armpits. Then he 
yanked off my clothes, stripping me 
bare in seconds flat. To my surprise, 
| had a hard-on; it didn’t compare to 
the Captain’s, of course, but I’d 
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been so intent on pleasing the Cap- 
tain, | hadn’t been paying any atten- 
tion to what was going on between 
mylegs. . 

The Captain was fascinated by 
my body. Rough, calloused hands 
massaged my neck and shoulders, 
then slipped downward, kneading 
my smooth back and chest, and my 
spine and waist. Unlike the Captain, 
there wasn’t a single hair on my 
torso— except a thin trail leading 
down from my belly button to my 
pubic bush. 

The Captain buried his face be- 
tween my nipples, then started 
going down—chewing and biting 
the skin on my stomach, then 
poking my belly-button with his 
tongue. Then, with a grunt rising 
deep from inside his chest, he 
buried his hairy face directly in my 
virgin crotch. 

His whiskers rubbed against my 
tender dick, scratching me. But it 
didn't feel bad. In fact, | liked the feel 
of them brushing against the 
smooth flesh of my upraised cock. 

The Captain gobbled down my 
dick with no problem —like a fish 
taking a worm. And, before | knew it, 
that wet warm pocket of flesh crash- 
ing down around my penis forced a 
grunt of my own from out of my gut. 

Before he’d slammed my head 
back and forth against his dick. Now 
he yanked my narrow frame back 
and forth against his mouth—and 
my penis disappeared into him 
again and again. I'd stroked my 
cock plenty of times before — and I'd 
even sucked it myself once or twice. 
But neither of those things had felt 
the way that hot, hairy mouth slurp- 
ing and sucking did. Then he 
gripped me at the base of my dick, 
making it harder and stiffer still—and 
the feeling of his mouth was twice as 
intense. 

Meanwhile, his other hand had 
wormed its way between my legs. | 
trusted the Captain with my body 
now, so | let him proceed. 

| gasped and stiffened when | felt 
his finger slip inside my butt. He had 


zeroed in on it exactly. Then another. 


finger popped inside and another. 

“Tight little ass,” he mumbled, 
then slipped his mouth back around 
my dick. 

| felt those fingers poking me, lift- 
ing me upward. But | also noticed 
that my penis was even stiffer now. 
And a strange tingling was spread- 
ing upward from my butt. | could 
feel my heartbeat pulsing around his 


fingers. Without warning, the Cap- 
tain pulled out his fingers and | suck- 
ed inward, then he spun me around. 
Then he was knealing behind me on 
the floor, and | felt his face press for- 
ward into my butt. 

Now there was a new presence 
in my ass. It was like his fingers, 
only wetter and softer but more mus- 
cular too. It poked and dug, an 


Rough, calloused 
hands massaged my 
neck and shoulders, 

then slipped downward, 
kneading my 
smooth back... 


warm, eager little tool that could 
only be his—tongue! 

| gasped at both the thought of 
his tongue in my butt and the feel of 
it there. The Captain had bent me 
over, was peeling me open, was 
sniffing and licking and chewing and 
eating me in that most intimate of 
places. | hadn't imagined! 

But it was incredible! It felt like 
my whole body was being washed 
out from the inside. The hair of his 
beard brushed and rubbed up and 
down in my crack, and his wet ton- 
que still swabbed and mopped like 
the faithful butt-hand it was. 

The Captain growled and | felt 
the rumblings deep inside my butt 
and all the way up my spine. “Tight 
little ass!” he moaned. 

Then his face was gone from my 
ass, and | was being lifted. Next | 
came crashing down in the soft, 
deep blankets on the bed. The Cap- 
tain was right behind me, growling 
and roaring. | felt his rough hands 
on me again, yanking and pulling 
me upright, then on my knees, then, 
finally, down on my hands and 
knees. What was this all about? 
Then he was behind me, and | felt 
his monster dick flexing upward into 
my balls, pressing up against my 
own hard cock. He started thrusting 
his hips forward, rubbing against my 
balls and dick from underneath. | 
started swaying my slick, sweat- 
drenched ass and crotch down onto 
his bobbing dick. It felt great. | didn’t 
want him to stop. 

“Do you want to be fucked 
now?” he said. 


“Yes!” | begged, not really sure 
what he meant. “More!” 

He fell backward onto his heels, 
then stood partially up on the bed. 
Without warning, he slammed his 
penis right into my butt. But he 
didn’t just slide it up and down in the 
crack the way | thought he would. 
He slid it right into the hole itself! 

| yelped and tried to spring for- 
ward on the bed while his sea 
monster of a dick skewered my ass. 
It ripped me open, tearing and peel- 
ing. | was a whale impaled by his fat, 
long spear and, though | squirmed 
to get away from the eel that fol- 
lowed me, | couldn't. 

“Oh!” the Captain moaned. 
“What a tight little ass! What a tight 
little ass!” 

And suddenly it was gone —not 
his dick, but the pain. The pain had 
disappeared from my gut like a 
deflating water-skin. Now it was fine. 
More than fine. Now his dick felt 
good. 

| could feel him inside me, flexing 
and seething. | even imagined | 
could feel him seeping that sticky 
clear liquid into me. Then he started 
fucking, and the whole ocean parted 
in front of me. 

“Tight little ass,” he mumbled, 
and if he’d been digging for treasure 
before with his tongue, now he dug 
huge scoops in my gut with his dick. 
Deeper and deeper he slid, then he 
jerked and flexed around inside and 
withdrew out until just the very tip 
was in my ass. Sometimes he drew 
all the way out and had to press him- 
self back in. Even if it was only a few 
seconds, | missed that hard 
presence in my butt. 

He fucked me, pushing my head 
deeper and deeper into the thick 
blankets on the bed with each new 
thrust. It was as if he was digging for 
treasure and the closer he got to it, 
the faster and more urgent the dig- 
ging became. | wanted him to get to 
wherever he was digging. 

Then he yelped one final groan, 
and | knew the treasure was in sight. 
Liquid silver spurted from my cock 
in pulses and | knew the same pre- 
cious stuff was being shot up my 
ass. | collapsed around his cock, 
and jewels of pleasure sparkled in 
my butt. 

Then when it was all over, we fell 
together on the bed —the Captain’s 
now-limp cock still in my butt. 

“Tight little ass,” the parrot 
squawked a second later, “tight little 
ass!” A 
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There is no cure for HIV. But there is an expanding array of 
treatment options. The AIDS/HIV Treatment Directory, published by the 
American Foundation for AIDS Research (AmFAR) is a “user-friendly” guide 
to the full range of approved and experimental treatments, presented in a 
clear but comprehensive format for people with HIV disease and their 
primary-care physicians. 

A paid subscription to the Directory is the best way to guarantee 
receiving this vital information regularly. A subscription is also an ideal way 
to support the important, on-going efforts of AmFAR to raise desperately 


Options 
You Can 
live With 


needed funds to underwrite research and education about HIV disease. A one- 
year subscription (4 issues) is only $30.00. To subscribe, or to make a 
contribution, send your check to AmFAR. 

Your options may be greater than you think. 


American Foundation for AIDS Research 
1515 Broadway, New York, NY 10036 


People with HIV disease who cannot afford a paid subscription may obtain a complimentary 
copy by calling the National AIDS Information Clearinghouse at 1*800458+5231. 
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W.: there anything else with that, 
sir?” 


My.mind had glazed over. | saw 
only the back of the young man who 
was slinging burgers behind the 
counter. His firm ass was innocently 
covered by the fast food uniform. 

“Sir?” 

My attention returned to the clean- 
scrubbed girl in front of me. “No. 
Nothing else,” | said. 

“That will be $4.73, sir.” 

| handed her a five and returned 
to my reverie. 

“Twenty-seven cents is your 
change, sir.” 

“Thanks.” 

He was young. It was hard to tell 
his age without being able to see his 
face, but he looked to be just shy of 

twenty. A football player? Even the 
issued set of clothes couldn't hide 
his well-developed body. He had 
wide shoulders and a muscular back 
that stretched the shirt to the limit. 
His belted pants showed a slim 
waist and full melon ass. | began to 
imagine the feel of his muscles 
against mine... 

“Your cheeseburger will be ready 
in a minute, sir.” Once again the girl 


/ by Jay Patrick 


had interrupted my daydream. 

At this point the young frycook 
turned around. 

“| can bring it out to you if you 
wanna have a seat,” he said witha 
Georgia drawl. 

As he said this, he had turned to 
face me. His skin was smooth and 
tanned. His full lips were pale pink 
and his bright blue eyes sparkled 
with an innocence that could never 
lie. His sun-streaked hair was neatly 
cut and combed back. 

“That's fine,” | said as | pulled out 
of a trance. 

| picked up my tray and searched 
for a table. Balancing my fries and 
soda, | walked to the far end of the 
dining area and sat down. My eyes 
returned to the boy. He went about 
his work flipping burgers and calling 
out orders. Finally | saw him pick up 
a styrofoam container. He filled it 
and disappeared to the right. Sud- 
denly he came through a doorway 
into the dining room and was walk- 
ing towards my table. 

My few minutes of daydreaming 
had not prepared me for the full fron- 
tal view of him. Athletic training had 
created his body. His rounded pecs 
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and full shoulders pushed against 
the shirt and his muscular legs were 
visible with each step. The way he 
carried the burger with unconscious 
assurance reminded me of a jock 
carrying a football. 

“Here you go, sir,” he said as he 
handed me the container. | noticed 
his basket for the first time. It was al- 
most at eye-level. His pants hung 
loosely on his hips but | could clear- 
ly see the outline of his fat cock 
curved up and to the right. 

“Thanks for bringing this out,” | 
said. 

“Oh, no trouble, sir. Yep, ‘bout fif- 
teen minutes and | can call it a day.” 
He stretched slightly as he said 
this and his pelvis moved forward. 
His dick pressed tight against his 

trousers. 

“Well, | hope it hasn’t been a long 
day for you.” | tried to make conver- 
sation. 

“No sir. Just about six hours. | put 
in about fifteen hours a week. That’s 
about all | can manage, being in col- 
lege.” 

Suddenly | could think of nothing 
else to say. 

“Well, thanks again.” 
us photos today. You know the kind to send — “Okay, sir.” 
nt and back (be sure to print name. acess, He walked back to the counter 

Js hee uberis and once again | was treated to a 
view of that muscular backside. My 
mind wandered to all the things that 
| could do with that hot body. Maybe 
he was giving me a signal? 

No, he was just a clean-cut kid. 

_, There was probably a college 
| sweetheart waiting for him to get off 
of work. All of this was just a fantasy. 
| | had driven too far on the interstate 
| before stopping for lunch. But then 
| 
| 
| 
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why did he volunteer to bring the 
burger out to me? 

And so my fantasies continued as 
| ate. 

Finally finished, | stood up and col- 
lected my tray. Time to start the last 
stretch of my trip. As | glanced at 
the counter, | noticed that the cook 
was gone. Oh well, it was a nice 
lunchtime fantasy. 

| deposited the empty tray and 
walked out to my car. | had eight 
more hours of driving before | 
reached St. Louis. 

As | turned the car out of the park- 
ing lot to go back on the highway, | 
saw him again on the side of the 
road. He walked backwards, hitch- 
ing for a ride. Even at a distance, | 
could see the outline of his cock. 
When | passed him, our eyes met. 

d and nodded. With one 


Want to keep getting it regular? 


You could miss an issue or even worse if you don’t 
notify the fulfillment office as soon as possible when 
you plan to move. 


Clip out this form, attach your mailing label from the fromt 
of your Inches envelope and sent it to: 
Jiffy Fulfillment 
462 Broadway (4th Floor) 
New York, NY 10013 
as soon as you know your new address, and we'll see that you keep 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| (Place your current subscription label here) 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| getting it regular (just give us at least 6 weeks advance notice!) 


, 
ee ES ST 


50 UNCUT 


reflex move, | pulled off to the right 
side of the road. In the rearview mir- 
ror! could see him jogging towards 
the car. His muscular legs rocked 
his basket from side to side ina 
steady rhythm. | opened the pas- 
senger door and he climbed in. 

“Thanks, | really appreciate this,” 
he said. 

“How far you going?” | asked. 

“Oh, just about two miles up the 
road,” 

He told me that his name was Jeff 
and for the next few minutes | some- 
how managed to make conversa- 
tion. He told me about college and 
playing on the football team. Oc- 
casionally my eyes passed to his 
crotch. His hand went to his lap and 
readjusted his cock and balls. By 
now my own cock was rock hard. | 
carefully pulled it to the right to 
relieve the tension. As | glanced up, 
| noticed his eyes fixed on my lap. 
Our eyes met. He winked. 

“| know a place just off the road a 
bit,” he said. 

| caught my breath. “Sounds 
good to me.” 

About a mile further, he directed 
me turn right. We traveled along a 
tree-lined dirt road. It finally ended 
near a shaded pond. 

There’s a spot over there,” he 
said as he got out of the car. 

Jeff led the way to a small grassy 
area surrounded by trees. | slipped 
my arms around him from behind 
and massaged his firm pecs. My 
right hand unbuttoned the top but- 
tons of his shirt and my left hand 
slipped in to feel his smooth chest. | 
gently pinched his hard right nipple. 
He moaned and reached behind to 
grab my cock. 

Turning quickly, he planted his 
lips firmly against mine. His hot 
tongue plunged down my throat as 
our pelvises ground together. He 
quickly pulled up my T-shirt and ran 
his fingers through my chest hair, 
pausing to tease my nipples. His 
mouth traveled down my neck to my 
chest where he began to suck my 
left tit. Jeff's tongue ran back and 


forth with great speed over the swol- | 


len nipple. 

He stood up and stepped back. 
Slowly the two of us began to strip, 
never taking our eyes off each other. 
Jeff unbuttoned the rest of his shirt. 
His muscled torso was smooth and 
tanned with a light dusting of fine 
blond hair. The large round pecs 
were capped with light brown nip- 
ples that stood out. A thin line of 
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Welcome to the ‘90s with our latest celebration of men and their foreskins. . . take a trip on the wild side with six guys who still have that most personal possession intact, a8 nature 
intended! Our first man, areal winner, iSJ.T., a 25-year-old Californian, only 5'4” but loaded down with more heavy equipment than most men, any size! He's a mechanic, and in the video 
you'll see him all motor-oiled up from work and the black motor oil smears with the baby oil to create an exciting look of working-class grime. He's a mean wrestler and a hunter. Jim 
is in photo sets 153-A and B, both of which really show up that great foreskin and everything packed inside, as well as his tough and ready body. Luis isa New York Puerto Rican, only 
21, and 150# at 5'9". A former boxer, he wants to model and is well on his way to success here in Hollywood. Although he likes all sports, sex is his favorite. . and he's an enormously 
qualified expert at that! Luis 1s in three great photo sets, with 153-C and D super hard nudes, and 153-E taken working out and in boxing gloves, all with much foreskin to tantalize. A 
solo audio cassette of Luis, C-153-1, is hot stuff since this Latin lover loves to fuck, and his passion and accent will start you vibrating to his tune! You may recognize Cameron Kelly from 
his many adult film roles. Besides being a stud at 5'10" and 175#, his cock has never let a producer down! He's also a karate champ who knows how to play his own body to the max. 
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Cameron is in photo sets 153-F and G, hard and uncut, ready to spring into action! Mario is a slim Mexican, age 25, and a lean 5'9". There are no photos, and the video isa bit odd as we 
seemed to have trouble communicating . . . you be the judge as to what makes Mario tick. Dale is 24, 6' anda lean 150#. He's boxed, been a speed skater and works as an apartment 
manager. How would you like him to come up and fix your plumbing? His is a body which makes out with the camera, graceful and desirable, the camera coaxing the model to be more 
than the eye first suspects or envisions Dale is in photo set 153-H. Back for a return 
encounter is Zam, previously seen in VT-62 (Uncut #4) and Mad Men, Bad Men 
(VT-123), as well as Wrestling #32 (VT-102). He is also in earlier photos 62-A, Band 
C, and cassette C-62-1, a tough and mean tear-‘em-up, stallion of a man! From West 
Virginia, he is in superb muscular shape here at about 170# ona 5'9" frame. His body 
is strong as steel and hard as concrete, and this session is probably his very best as he 
almost reaches through your TV screen to grab you and party! His new audio, C-153-2, 
is tough talking come-in-the-face verbal domination, (although it is only one side with 
another good trip by someone else on side 2). Three new photo sets are not to be missed, 
both scorching and scary from a stud to remember! VT-153 is two hours long, color and 
sound video, with talking, flexing, posing and J/O for $59 plus $3 postage 


HOW TO ORDER: 
IF YOU DO NOT HAVE AN ORDER FORM, USE A PLAIN PIECE OF PAPER. 
FOR VIDEO TAPES LIST THE NUMBER, SPECIFY WHETHER YOU WISH VHS OR BETA, 
AND ENCLOSE $59 PLUS $3 POSTAGE FOR EACH TAPE. 

FOR OTHER ITEMS, ENCLOSE THE COST 
(AUDIO CASSETTES $9; PHOTO SETS $7), 

PLUS 60¢ POSTAGE PER ITEM. CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ADD 612% SALES TAX. 
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golden hair ran from his navel and 
disappeared below his belt. 

His powerful arms flexed slightly 
as he pulled off his shirt. Bending 
over, he took off his shoes and 
socks. He unzipped his pants, and 
as he pulled them down | got a full 
view of his hard dick straining 
against the white briefs. The outline 
of his curved cock was spotted at 
the end with precum. 

By now | was down to my un- 
zipped jeans. | dropped to my 
knees. My tongue pressed against 
the wet spot on his shorts. | gently 
bit the head of his cock and ran my 
teeth down the shaft. Even through 
the shorts | could feel that he was 
uncut. | used my teeth against the 
fabric to slide the foreskin back and 
forth over the head before finally 
jerking his underwear down. 

As his hooded meat sprang from 
the binding, my eyes took in the 
beauty of the untanned crotch 
before me. Jeff's tight ballsac was 
large and hairless. There was little 
hair at all except for the thin line of 
hair that ran from his navel to a dark 
blond patch at the base of his dick. 
His hard curving cock grew up and 
out of this patch, bending to the 
right. It must have been around 
eight inches. The velvety foreskin 
was long enough to run up over the 
engorged dickhead and close to a 
small funnel. 

Reaching up with my thumbs and 
forefingers, | pulled the skin open 
and stuck my tongue inside. | 
sought out his pisshole and tasted 
the salty precum. As | began to pull 
out, | let go of the foreskin and it 
closed around the tip of my tongue. 
It sent a sensation through me that 
made my dick strain harder against 
my jeans. 

| returned my hands to the folds 
of skin and opened it further. My 
nostrils filled with the faint pungent 
odor of cheese. | stuck my tongue 
back in and ran it around the glans, 
pausing just underneath the head. 

“Oh god, where did you learn to 
do that? No one has ever done that 
to me!” he moaned. 

| didn’t answer but kept running 
my tongue around the inside of his 
foreskin. My teeth pushed the skin 
back to expose only part of his cock- 
head. Then my mouth closed 
around his shaft and pulled the skin 
forward. | repeated this several 
times, pushing his skin back a little 
further each time. Jeff's hand 
reached down and pulled his cock 


out of my mouth. 

| took the signal, stood up and 
removed my jeans. My hot dick 
stuck out, waiting. Jeff's mouth im- 
mediately went for my tits, sucking 
and stretching them to the limit. He 
obviously liked thick body hair. His 
hands rubbed through the tufts of 
hair on my chest, down my stomach 
and around to my ass. He spread 
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His powerful arms 


flexed slightly 
as he pulled off 
his shirt. 
Bending over, 
he took off his 
shoes and socks. 


He unzipped his pants... 


my asscheeks and his massaging 
fingers sought out my butthole 
through the hair. While his hand 
played with my butt, he licked his 
way down my torso. Kneeling down, 
he began to lick around the base of 
my dick. His tongue went around to 
my balls. He licked behind and 
around them furiously, then sucked 
each one into his mouth. Finally, he 
ran his tongue up the underside of 
my cock. 

My own foreskin doesn’t cover 
the entire eight and a half inches, so 
the head sticks out just a little. He 
licked at the head until the skin 
rolled back, occasionally lapping up 
the drops oozing from the piss slit. 
Little by little he began to take my 
dick into his mouth. As he did this, 
the sensitive glans was exposed to 
his hot wet tongue. | felt my shaft 
sliding down his throat until he had 
swallowed it to the base. With my 
whole cock in his mouth, he began 
to suck and rock his head back and 
forth. The gentle rubbing on my ex- 


.posed cockhead brought me close 


to orgasm. 

| reached under his arms and 
pulled him to his feet. He grabbed 
me with full strength and we kissed 
with hot open mouths. Our bodies 
pressed against each other, my 
chest hair grinding his smooth skin. 

| knelt down and began to suck 
his cock again. My teeth pulled the 
foreskin way beyond the head then 
pushed it all the way down the shaft. 


| ran my tongue around the base of 
his dickhead, teasing the frenulum. 
He stopped me again. My hands 
pulled the foreskin up and out as far 
as possible, and | let a stream of spit 
fall into the funnel. Back on my feet 
again, | pulled his tube of skin over 
my own dick and closed my fist 
around it. 

“God, I’ve never had anyone do 
that!” 

But his words faded to a groan as 
| pushed my dick further and further 
into his foreskin. Our precum mixed 
with the spit and slowly | began to 
jack us off. | pushed his skin back, 
pulling my own skin over his dick at 
the same time. Our cocks slid in and 
out of each other's skins in a steady 
motion. Excitement made even 
more fuckjuice and | quickened my 
pace. By now we were thrusting 
against each other with full force. | 
could feel our dickheads sliding in 
the sticky funnel of skin. 

“Oh fuck...ahh...!” 

Jeff yelled as his dick exploded in 
the enclose skins. | looked down to 
see my own foreskin balloon out 
with his cum. A few more strokes 
and my own dick spewed hot jism. 
We both writhed spastically while 
our cocks shot together. 

When we had stopped, | relaxed 
my hand and gobs of the thick cum 
seeped out of our skins and ran 
through my fingers. 

As our cocks slid apart from each 
other, Jeff's foreskin closed over his 
dick into a funnel shape. A stream of 
cum dripped to the ground. Jeff 
reached down with his right hand 
and milked the last drops from the 
folds of skin. 

“Man, you really know what to do 
with a guy’s foreskin! I’ve never 
even heard of guys doing that,” he 
said. 

“Glad to introduce you to it,” | 
said. “I guess | don’t have to tell you 
how much | like uncut cock.” 

We stretched out on the shaded 
grass, just enjoying the aftermath. 
Jeff finally spoke. 

“Too bad you’re not from around 
here. I'd like to get together again.” 

“Oh, | think that could be 
arranged,” | said with a smile. “I’m 
coming back this way next week. 
But if you’re not in a hurry, I'd like to 
suck on that tubesteak some more 
today.” 

Jeff said nothing, but rolled over 
and began to suck on my right nip- 
ple. The rest of the trip to St. Louis 
seemed years away. A 
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BY WILLIAM CO2ZALD 


H. was standing on the street 
corner talking to his friends when | 
saw him. Thick, curly black hair. Big 
brown eyes. Chiseled face. Sen- 
suous ruby lips. Despite the brown 
suede jacket and burgundy cor- 
duroys he wore, | could tell that his 
body was muscular. 

His friends were passing around a 
brown bag with a bottle of wine in it, 
| guessed. He was smoking a 
cigarette. 

They were from Mexico. Young 
men who hung out around the 
church which gave free meals and 
helped the poor and homeless 
people. They came across the bor- 
der to find a better life, the good life 
in the United States. Usually it was a 
broken dream which ended up with 
them going back home to continue 
lives of poverty. Some were thieves 
who robbed cars for a living. Some 
sold drugs to the gringos. Some 
were prostitutes. 

Our eyes met, me and the hand- 
some Mexican. He couldn't have 
been over nineteen. He was short, 
boyish looking. His butt was firm 
and tight even though the trousers 
were baggy. His crotch bulge was 


promising. 


He said something to his friends 
and walked away. When the traffic 
light changed | crossed the street 
and followed. 

| wasn’t sure that was the best 
thing to do. Like he might be a 
decoy and lead me up an alley 
where his buddies would suddenly 
appear and rob me or beat me up. 

My cock stirred in my crotch and | 


His ebony hair 
was wet and pasted 
to his head. He was 
strikingly beautiful. 

A fat, uncut cock 
swinging over 
low-hangers 
between his legs. 


continued in pursuit. Maybe he 
would disappear into a building and 
I’d lose him. 

His glance was casual but our 
eyes had locked for a brief moment. 


Maybe it was my imagination, wish- 
ful thinking on my part. | detected a 
spark of interest. Maybe he was for 
sale. That wasn’t my trip, hustlers. 
But | could make an exception, pop 
for a few bucks in his case. 

He continued to walk to the park 
where he sat down on one of the 
green wooden benches. Slowly, | ap- 
proached him. He flashed a smile. 
His teeth sparkled. 

“Que pasa?” he said. 

“| don’t speak much Spanish.” 

“My English is no too good.” 

| sat down on the bench beside 
him. 

“What part of Mexico are you 
from?” 

“Me from Guadalajara.” 

“What's your name?” 

“Ricardo.” 

“How old are you?” 

“| got nineteen years. You sound 
like La Migra, you know, Immigra- 
tion, with all the questions.” 

“I’m sorry, I’m just curious.” 

“Es okay.” 

| looked at him closely. He was a 
real beauty. | knew that looks are 
sometimes deceiving and they're 
not as innocent as they seem. 

“You like the United States?” 
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SKINS 


Ever get the urge to chew ona 
nice, wet, loose foreskin, but 
just don’t know where to find 
one? Or maybe you’d like to 
find a skinlover to spend the 
evening worshipping your 
overhang. There’s only one 
place for skinlovers and skin to 
come together: in the pages of 
SKINS, the personal ad 
fanzine. Uncensored, 
uninhibited, strictly uncut — 
and with ads from like-minded 
men from all over the world. 


“Si. Before California was 
Mexico.” 

“| know.” 

“I’m looking for work. But is noth- 
ing. | no got papers. Do you know 
where is work?” 

“Not really. But maybe | could 
help you.” 

“You joto?” 

His voice was deep but the tone 
was suddenly rougher. 

“| don’t know this word.” 

“You gay, you like the boys?” 

“Some of them.” 

‘You like me? Think me bonito?” 

“Oh yes, Ricardo. | think you're 
very handsome.” 

He wasn’t a pretty boy, which | 
didn’t care for. He was more like 
macho and hunky. 

“You wanna go with me for 
sexo?” 

He was too willing. Suddenly my 
passion cooled. I’d been burned too 
many times before by hustlers. It 
was time to go. 

“You want money, don’t you?” 

“No, man. | no want your stinking 
money. | like the gringos.” 

| wasn’t sure what to do. Take him 
with me or forget it? My cock 
responded stiffly. 

“Are you gay?” | asked. 

“Soy macho. But | like sexo with 
men sometimes. Vamos or no?” 

“We can go.” 

| thought about renting a cheap 
hotel room. But | lived only a few 
blocks away, and | wasn’t exactly 
flush since it was the off-season at 
the hotel where | worked. | wasn’t 
getting many shifts despite my 
seniority when there wasn’t much 
business. 

\’d had wetbacks before. That 
wasn't an offensive word, just meant 
illegal laborers. | thought these 
bronze men were beautiful. | even 
got off on all that macho crap. 

Inside my small apartment | in- 
sisted on fixing Ricardo a sandwich 
at least, even though he said he 
wasn’t hungry. Most guys his age 
have bottomless stomachs. He 
wolfed it down fast. 

“You ever been to Mexico?” 


A sample copy of the most 
recent issue is $4 and comes 
with a free ad coupon. 

A discreet remailing service 
is provided, or you can hear 
from uncut hunks direct. 
And each issue of this 
digest-sized correspondence 
journal has hot conversation 


i “No, just by way of the boys. You 
and BN a might say | like Mexican food.” 
BS | don’t think Ricardo got the drift 
Include a signed of what | said. | was somewhat un- 
statement of age. easy about having him in my place, 
knowing where | lived. He could 
CB&V, bring his friends back with him. | 
Box 97694, could make an excuse and have him 
Las Vegas, NV 89193 


leave but | didn’t really want to. The 
more | looked at him, the more | was 
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hooked. 

“How's gay life in Guadalajara?” 
“Mala. The government closed 
down the gay disco, Boops. Policia 

put you in jail just for being 
homosexual, the fine is like forty 
American dollars, a lot of money 
there.” 

“Don’t they have rights?” 

“Not really. Being gay is against 
public morals. Some fathers even kill 
their sons when they find out. You 
read it in the papers.” 

“Are you really gay, Ricardo?” 

“Si. Me puto.” 

He looked so manly, acted so 
macho. 

“When did you find out about it?” 

“When men started following me, 
when | was in high school. | let one 
boy chupa mi verga one time ina 
bano. | liked it.” 

“Where do gays go for sex?” 

“Some of the cantinas are open 
again, like Pancho’s. There’s Casa 
de Cita.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Like dates. Prostitution. Putos 
are there. They cost like twenty- five 
thousand pesos, like ten dollars 
American for sexo. And they pay like 
five thousand pesos for the room.” 

- “Did you ever work there?” 

“No. | was a dishwasher in a res- 
taurant. But the pay was like only 
ten thousand pesos a day, like four 
dollars. Because |’m gay, because 
there is no money, | go North. | ride 
on a freight train to the frontera. | 
see two compadres having sex. 
They invite me to join them but | like 
older men, | like the gringos. They 
say | can watch them but | sleep.” 

| sure would have watched them, | 
thought. 

“| bet you look good naked.” 

“You wanna see my body?” 

“Sure.” 

“| need to shower first.” 

| pointed to the bathroom. 

“Be my guest.” 

| didn’t really care if he bathed 
first or not. | liked the ripe smell of a 
young man but | decided to let him 
do it his way. | waited, listening to 
the running water. 

“Senor?,” he called. 

“Yo, Ricardo.” 

“Come here.” 

| went into the bathroom. There 
he stood naked in the tub under a 
spray of water. His ebony hair was 
wet and pasted to his head. He was 
strikingly beautiful. Smooth, hairless 
body, nipples bigger than I'd ex- 
pected. Perfectly proportioned, all 


muscle. A fat, uncut cock swinging 
over low-hangers between his legs. 
Practically took my breath away. 

“You're gorgeous.” 

“Wash my back for me?” 

“Sure.” 

| took the bar of soap and 
lathered his bronze skin. My cock 
raged in my pants. 5 

“Why you no take shower with 
me?” 

| shed my clothes and got into the 
tub. He soaped my back. | soaped 
his cock which became engorged 
with the pink head out of the brown 
sheath. His bush was a forest of 
black hair. He took the soap and 
washed my cock and balls, stroking 
them lovingly. | jacked his cock, he 
jacked mine. 

“God, you got a big one.” 

“So do you, senor. Chupa mi 
verga. Suck me.” 

“Let me get a rubber.” 

| fished in my pants for the rub- 
bers | always carry just in case | got 
lucky. This time | think | hit the jack- 
pot. Ricardo was everything | ex- 
pected and more. A real Aztec god 
with the blood of the conquistadors 
in his veins. 

| detested condoms, the taste of 
latex, but knew they were necessary 
nowadays for safesex. | liked stretch- 
ing it over his flared cockhead and 
rolling it down his veiny shaft. His 
cock was hard as a rock. 

“Chupa. Suck it.” 

Kneeling in the tub, | engulfed the 
condom-covered cock. 

“Oh si. Buena sensacion.” 

His wet hands clasped my 
shoulders while he pumped his hard 
young Mexican cock down my 
throat. | looked up at him. He looked 
big and powerful despite his short 
stature. He was all man. His bright 
eyes pierced mine and he had a 
devilish grin. Like Pancho Villa, | 


thought, when he cut off the balls of 
the gringos. Only | had Ricardo’s 
cock in my mouth. He rammed it 
down my throat faster and faster. 

“Ay. Chingado. Mierda. Coming 
mi mecos!” 

Despite the rubber | could feel his 
hot cream flood the rubber tip that 
was lodged down my throat. | im- 
agined its taste was like sweet milk. 

His cockhead softened, the cock- 
head back in the hood, and the rub- 
ber slid down the shaft. He tugged it 
off and tossed it in the toilet bowl. 

My own cock was throbbing like 
mad. 

“Stand up, senor.” 

| got to my feet. 

“Necesario a condom for you?” 

“Yeah, baby.” 

| quickly sheathed my cock in 
latex. Ricardo kneeled in the tub to 
service me. | rubbed his wet, curly 
locks while his talented hot mouth 
gobbled up my cock. He paid a lot 
of attention to the head while he 
mouthed it and jacked the shaft. 

Looking at the beautiful bronze 
guy on his knees with my cock slid- 
ing in and out of his mouth got me 
ready to climax in no time. 

Just as | tensed my thighs, brac- 
ing for blast-off, the young Mexican 
snapped the rubber off my cock. 
Globs of cum splattered all over his 
face and dripped down his body. 

God, that made me even hotter. 
What a sexy guy. My cock refused 
to soften. 

“Chinga mi culo, senor. Fuck me 
in the ass. | like to get fucked by the 
gringos. They always want to fuck 
the young Mexicanos.” 

| could say amen to that when 
Ricardo kneeled doggie-style on the 
tile floor. Those bronze buns were to 
die for. His body was beaded with 
water, this wetback boy. 

In record time I’m sure | got a 


60 minutes of hardcore SEX! 
INCHES, ADVOCATE MEN, & IN TOUCH 

coverman JON KING stars in this action 
packed, XXX-rated video classic. Huge, over- 
sized cocks slide into tight, moist assholes. 


e@inAttraction 


Hard-pounding action, intense close-ups, cum shots | Starring Jon <A 
Kg, ogo Canal, Bo chard, Tory Mat, By Pl, anno RB 


Please send mea Signature (| am over 21 
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Wall-to-Wall Video, 2215R Market #181-IN09, SF, CA 94114 


fresh condom fitted to my cock and 
a dab of haircream to lube his hairy 
crack. 

Facing that beautiful Mexican ass 
with that beautiful face and pleading 
brown eyes looking at me over his 
shoulder, | slid my cock up his fiery, 
tight hole. 

“Oh Ricardo, you got a hot ass.” 

“Fuck it, gringo. Fuck my 
Mexican ass.” 

| held onto his trim waist while | 
pumped his hole slow and deep. He 
could take it easily. Reaching under- 
neath, | tweaked his hard nipples. 
He bleated like a sheep. 

“It's so tight. Squeezing my cock 
so good.” 

“Do it, gringo. Shoot your leche 
up my culo.” 

This horny Mexican was full of 
surprises, always a jump ahead of 
me it seemed. He bucked back 
against my pubes. His butt muscles 
spasmed around my cock. 

“Aw shit. Fucking cumming!” 

At the same time | realized he was 
shooting his load | flooded the reser- 
Voir tip of the condom that was deep 
in his assguts with bolts of molten 
fuckjuice. 

“Ay senor. Coming your big fuck- 
ing dick!” 

He lay prone in the puddle of his 
own sticky cum on the floor and | 
collapsed on top of him. Despite my 
weight and the awkwardness of the 
position he turned his head back 
and | kissed his burning red sweet 
lips. 

Back in the shower we lathered 
up and stroked each other's cock 
again until they were both hard. Rub- 
bing them together like two pieces 
of flint, they sparked. He covered 
my cockhead with his foreskin. | 
shot off violently and so did he. 

| wanted Ricardo to stay the night 
with me. He declined, saying that he 
wanted to go with his amigos. 

He was different. | think | fell in 
love with him. He was the type who 
would love you back in spades. 

On the street | looked for him but 
couldn't find him. I’d hoped he 
would come back to my place to 
see me but he never did. | later 
heard that Immigration had made a 
sweep of the illegals and taken them 
to Tijuana. 

When | think of sweet Ricardo 
with his beautiful face, those sexy 
brown eyes, that muscular bronze 
body, that drooling uncut dick and 
big balls and those hard buns, | feel 
like making a run for the border.. A 
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Say ‘ So 


“Well, I'm still here and going stro g.” 


Every day, more and more people are learning to live with HIV. People are 
finding ways to stay healthier, strengthen their immune systems, develop 
positive attitudes. They've found that proper diet, moderate exercise, even 
stress management can help. And now, early medical intervention could 


put time on your side. 
Today, HIV positive doesn’t mean you have to LIVING 
give up. So, the sooner you take control, the better. 
For more information on living with HIV, 
we urge you to call the number below... TH HIV 
anonymously, if you wish. 6 


1-800-HIV-INFO THE SOONER YOU TAKE CONTROLTHE BETTER. 


Brought to you as a public service by the American Social Health Association, National Association of People with AIDS; and Burroughs Wellcome Co. 
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ORGANS 


Each issue, Uncut will publish cur- 
rent information on organizations 
and events catering to the uncut 
man. If your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning an up- 
coming event, let us know. 


INTERNATIONAL 

MEN’S RIGHT INTERNATIONAL is 
an organization of men who feel cir- 
cumcision violates their personal 
rights. The organization is planning 
a legal challenge to circumcision in 
Canada based on the Security of the 
Person clause of the Canadian con- 
stitution. The organization is inter- 
ested in networking with interested 
individuals and organizations. 

Write to: MRI, Box 2217, Station C., 
oo Ontario, Canada M3N 
289. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following three organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the 
clearinghouse for information on 
just about every aspect of circum- 
cision and its effects. The have 
produced a pamphlet on Foreskin 
Restoration that will answer most of 
your questions, including explana- 
tions of the various types of restora- 
tion surgery available. For infor- 
mation, send a long self-addressed, 
stamped envelope to: NOCIRC, Box 
2512, San Anselmo, CA 94960. 
NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offi- 
cial chapter of NOCIRC, and publish- 
es a guide to activism for people 
who want to speak out against cir- 
cumcision in America. Send $3 for a 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-NJ, 
Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733. 
REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 
printed material with religious argu- 
ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing envelopes 
might make your local postal carrier 
squeamish (like the one we received 


with a drawing of a baby bleeding 
and screaming from his neo-natal 
circ), but if you like passionate 
protest, by all means get on the 
good preacher's mailing list. We’ve 
been on it for over a year, and we’ve 
never been soliticed for funds. How- 
ever, we suggest you include some 
postage with a short note asking for 
a copy of his brochure, “The New 
Covenant.” Send your request to: 
R.1.0., Box 86, Larchwood, IA 51241. 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 
a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 

BUFF has recently revised and up- 
dated its material covering all 
phases of non-surgical foreskin res- 
toration by stretching. To receive the 
revised initial instruction packet, 
send a one-time fee of $2 to cover 
printing and handling, and a self-ad- 
dressed, stamped, long envelope 
with .65 postage (info pack runs 35 
pages) on it to: BUFF, c/o Jim 
Bigelow, Ph.D., 315 Congress 
Avenue, Pacific Grove, CA 93950. 
UNCUT CLUB OF LA is one of the 
largest social organizations in the 
country and hosts a number of 
events through the year. The club 
also publishes a newsletter for mem- 
bers. Write for information on mem- 
bership and/or upcoming events: 
Club, Box 2842, Los Angeles, CA 
90078. 

STUDS BBS is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men and admirers. It features siz- 
zling color graphic files, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games, electronic 
mail, and both private and group 
“chat” between members. The 
board runs on a network of IBM- 
compatible 80286 and 80386 com- 
puters, and operates over regular 
telephone at 300 to 9600 baud. 
STUDS has been in continuous 
operation over 3 years and has 
members around the world. The 
board is located in San Francisco, 
and operates 24 hours a day, 7 days 
a week. STUDS may be accessed 


by most any computer or terminal 
via standard communications and 
will automatically adjust to your 
modem’s speed when you first con- 
nect. Set the communications 
parameters to 8-N-1 and dial 415- 
495-2929. (A note to computer 
novices: dialing this number con- 
nects you directly to a computer — it 
is not a normal voice line.) 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
RAMS’CUFF was founded in 1983 
and holds regular member meetings 
with an emphasis on show-and-tell. 
Members receive a club newsletter. 
The club is geared towards natural 
men, but accept foreskin admirers 
as members. For more information, 
write to: Tom Witt, 455 Kimberly Ct., 
Mechanicsville, MD 20659. (301) 884- 
8252. No JO calls, please. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is enter- 
ing its third year and is still growing. 
The club has periodic social gather- 
ings and a frequently updated mem- 
bership roster. Information and a 
membership application can be had 
for a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope. Bryan Paul Hooper, Box 
7464, St. Petersburg, FL 33734. 


NEVADA 

SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: CB&V, Box 
97694, Las Vegas, NV 89193. A 
sample copy (plus free ad coupon) 
costs $4 postpaid. 


NEW YORK 
NYC USA is now in its fourth year 
with well over 200 members and an 
ongoing calendar of activities each 
month. USA NYC welcomes all inter- 
ested males over 18 who have fores- 
kin (or who like them). Every month 
sees a number of activities on the 
club calendar. Special events in- 
clude “uncut only” parties. The club 
has a regular newsletter. You can 
(continued on page 76) 


UNCUT 59 


SHOW US YOUR SKIN! 


P xn of your natural heritage? Want to show the world what sets you off from other men? Send in your best 
photos to Uncut and we'll display them here so the world can note yet another natural man! Photos should be 
clear and bright and reveal only as much of yourself as you wish to reveal. Sign your name on the back of your 
photo. If you'd like your photo returned, please include a stamped, self-addressed envelope. Send your snaps to: 


Editorial Office, Box 97635, Las Vegas, NV 89193. 


Our uncut cowboy from Wyoming is 39 years old, 
stands 5'8", weighs in at 135 Ibs., and says out his | 
way it’s hard to round up many cowboy foreskins | 
anymore. 
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Rich isa regular reader from New 


Jersey with a lot of skin hanging off 
his big ole pipe, as you can see. 


SONE-ON 
-ONE 
S|CONNECTIONS 
1-900 
31990-6900 


BY JIM MOSS 


The small fishing village of Acapul- 
co was indelibly stamped into the in- 
ternational consciousness as a 

major jet-set resort when Hollywood 


’ superstar Errol Flynn was accused 


and tried for molesting a minor he 
had taken there on his yacht during 
one of his many voyages to the 
Pacific Coast resort. | remember the 
aggressive oven-weight stage 
mother and her cute but talentless 
daughter who brought the charges 
against Flynn. They were desperate 
to break into the movies—some- 
how, some way, willing to resort to 


just about anything. | met them 
many times while growing up in Hol- 
lywood. 

When, after a long trial that made 
the front pages of newspapers the 
world over, Flynn was found in- 
nocent, neither Flynn nor Acapulco 
were ever the same again. Flynn’s 
career went into a nose dive and 
crashed; Acapulco took off to be- 
come the pre-eminent beach resort 
in the Western world. 

Today, Acapulco has a popula- 
tion of one million, miles of high-rise 
luxury hotels and what is considered 
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to be the best resort hotel in the 
world: Las Brisas (The Breezes). It 
also has three excellent gay bars 
and a gay beach. And all of the men 
are uncut — not some of them, not 
most of them, a// of them. 


THE GAY BEACH: 

PLAYA DE LA CONDESSA 
Near the center of hotel row is 
the Hotel Condessa. The beach area 
that runs along the back of the hotel 
has a couple of gay restaurants and 

a rocky section that is extremely 
gay, where you can cruise. The 
Mexican studs that work serving the 
gay tourists as waiters, renting jet 
skis, and the like, make no bones 
about their objective: they are 
Acapulco’s hottest men and they are 
on the make. 

As you are having lunch at one of 
the restaurants on the beach, be 
prepared for one or more of them to 
plop down at your table, uninvited, 
and ask if you'd like to buy them a 
drink. By Mexican standards, the 
gay bars and restaurants are ex- 
tremely expensive and the average 
beach boy could never afford to eat 
or drink at one of them. Also, don’t 
be surprised if, while sitting in a 
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oceanside Acapulco, is a favori. 


roca 


beach chair, one of them whips out 
his cock at the table and pisses in 
the sand. The toilets are three flights 
of stairs above the beach. It’s much 
easier just to piss under the table. | 


have witnessed this more than once. 


If you're interested in one of 
these uncut, tan, muscular beach 
boys, be prepared to pay. Prostitu- 
tion is thought of in entirely different 
terms in Latin America. !n fact, 
casual gay prostitution is not 
thought of as prostitution at all —it’s 
just the way things are done and is 
completely acceptable behavior. 
Also, Mexican men are not con- 
sidered gay if they are tops: butt 
fucking is considered pleasant, nor- 
mal behavior. Getting fucked, how- 
ever, is quite another matter. Many 
Mexican men do like being on the 
bottom, but they would never admit 
it in a thousand years. 

There are, on the other hand, 
hard-core hustlers: they are easy to 
spot and should be avoided. 

But don’t be put off or confused if 
the beach boy of your dreams 
brings up the subject of money for 
sex. In his culture, he is expected to 
do so. 


MPS! 


oe. 4 
Psi 
'' # : 


aoe, . 
eo ae 


But then again, not every young 
beach god you see will be trying to 
bolster his income, some will just be 
looking to get laid, like you are. Scor- 
ing here is like scoring anywhere 
else —if you are the right person for 
him and he is the right person for 
you, you're in like flint! 

The best cruising spot on Playa 
de la Condessa is in the rocks. You 
can’t miss them. You can’t have sex 
in the rocks, but everyone in the 
rocks is there for the same pur- 
pose—to connect with someone 
else. It’s best to just park yourself on 
one of the lange boulders and let 
them come to you. And they will, in 
droves. Also very cruisy are the res- 
taurants. Get a table under a palapa 
right on the water line. A palapa is a 
structure with a cone-shaped roof of 
palm leaves and no walls; there are 
hundreds of them along the gay 
beach. As long as you are buying 
the beers, you'll have a table full of 
uncut beauties. 

As a side note, even though Playa 
de la Condessa takes its name from 
the Hotel Fiesta Americana Condes- 
sa, this hotel is not a gay hotel. 
Don't check into the Condessa ex- 
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Below: The staff at Relax, the author's favorite Acapulco watering 
spot. Right: The Gallery Disco-Bar has the best drag show in all of 
the Americas. All photos by Jim Moss. 


pecting to find action. Use it as a 
landmark for finding the gay beach 
and its gay restaurants. Also, you 
can tell any taxi driver in Acapulco, 
“Take me to the Playa de la Condes- 
sa,” and he'll get you there prompt- 
ly. For easy access to the gay 
beach, don’t enter the Hotel Condes- 
sa. Instead, enter through Beto’s 
Safari Restaurant next door. Go 
down three flights of stairs and hang 
a left. The gay tropical paradise of 
your dreams awaits. 

Once you've connected with 
your uncut fantasy hunk, where do 
you take him for an afternoon or eve- 
ning of fun and games? Virtually no 
luxury hotel in Acapulco will let you 
take a trick to your room, especially 
at night. The desk clerks of hotel 
row are not stupid; they know exact- 
ly what’s going on and are under 
strict orders from management to 
keep local Mexican men out of the 
tourist hotels. There are, however, 
scores of small hotels three or more 
blocks from the beach that will wel- 
come you. 

Among the small inexpensive 
hotels I’ve visited in Acapulco is the 
Hotel Bora Bora. As the name sug- 
gests, the Bora Bora is a bit off the 
beaten path, about 8 blocks from 
the beach. But it’s clean, cheap ($15 
a night at press time) and the: 
management will turn a blind eye to 
guests having visitors. A small tip 
($3) will work wonders on the desk 
clerk’s attitude. If you’re ona 


modest budget, you might consider 
residing at the Bora Bora. 


GAY BARS 

Acapulco has three large and dis- 
tinctively different gay bars-cum-dis- 
cos. The most popular with gay 
American tourists is Peacock Alley 
(Avenida de los Deportes, No. 11— 
about a block from the beach). It’s 
actually a private club —although the 
difference between a private club 
and public bar in Mexico has never 
been clear to me. Peacock Alley al- 
lows anyone to enter who is proper- 
ly dressed (that means shirt and 
shoes) and has the $10 U.S. cover 
charge. 

Very large and beautifully 
decorated, it is a skinhunter’s tropi- 
cal dream, a must-see for any gay 
tourist visiting Acapulco. Peacock 
Alley is open evenings only. 

Right next door to Peacock Alley 
is the Gallery disco and show bar, 
which has one of the best drag 
shows anywhere in the world. Don’t 
be put off the silly exhibitions of 
drag you may have seen back in 
some small town in the States. The 
Gallery features elaborate produc- 
tion numbers in the style of la Cage 
Aux Folles; a tremendously fun eve- 
ning and the clientele is very cruisy. 
$10.cover charge; open evenings 
only. A little tip: you'll have much 
more fun if you go with a friend or as 
part of a group. 

My favorite gay bar/disco in 


Acapulco is Relax, two floors of hot, 
uncut, macho hunks only a stone’s 
throw from the gay beach. | found 
the management and staff of Relax 
to be especially cordial and anxious 
to see that an American tourist felt 
welcome and comfortable — unlike 
the staff at Peacock Alley, which | 
found to be somewhat like cold fish 
(but friends have assured me that 
the Peacock Alley crew isn’t as indif- 
ferent as they seemed, that | just ex- 
perienced the club on an off night). 

But there was just something 
about Relax, on the other hand, that 
made me want to return again and 
again. (For special treatment be 
sure to mention to Moses, the 
manager, who is usually at the front 
door, that you read about Relax in 
Uncut magazine). Open in the even- 
ings only. 
ZOCALO 

As you can tell from the above, 
the gay bars of Acapulco don’t open 
until about 9 p.m. A cruisy daytime 
alternative to the gay beach is the 
Zocalo, a traditional Mexican park in 
the center of every town, and here 
just off the beach. The Zocalo at- 
tracts some of the hottest young 
men in Acapulco out looking for an 
afternoon of fun and sex. 

Although more low-key than the 
gay beach, it is still an easy place to 
pick up a trick. The locals who hang 
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out there tend to be less aggressive. 
At the edges of the Park are outdoor 
cafes and shops. It is best to cruise 
through the Park until you find some- 
one you like. If he is sitting at one of 
the ornamental benches, sit down 
next to him. Few locals speak much 
English, but most gay tourists don’t 
find this a real handicap. After a few 
words or just a smile, invite him to 
join you at one of the cafes for a 
drink. The Zocalo is best on Sunday 
afternoon, but any afternoon, even 
off-season, can hold that magical 
moment! 


ACCOMMODATIONS 

As mentioned previously, Acapul- 
co has what is considered the best 
resort hotel in the world, Las Brisas 
(The Breezes). This resort is so huge 
it covers an entire mountaintop. It 
has to be seen to be believed. For 
example, it’s almost impossible to 
imagine any hotel with 225 swim- 
ming pools! Accommodations at 
Las Brisas start at about $150 a day 
and go up into the thousands. It is 
popular as a honeymoon spot, 
provides pink jeeps for its guests, 
and features bungalows with pools 
that come right into the living room— 
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this is, after all, a tropical area! For 
more information about Las Brisas, 
contact your travel agent. Incidental- 
ly, Las Brisas is about ten minutes 
from downtown Acapulco by taxi; 
fare runs about $3 U.S. 

On luxury hotel row, two hotels 
are recommended: The Hyatt Regen- 
cy Acapulco and the Acapulco 
Plaza. Depending on the season, 
these hotels are a little more or a lit- 
tle less than $100 U.S. a day fora 
single. Fortunately, both of these 
hotels have special arrangements 
with the international airlines such 
as Continental, American and Delta 
for low-cost package tours which 
can reduce the price of a room by 
more than fifty percent. If you plan 
to stay at a beach-front luxury hotel, 
a package tour is the only way to 
go. Tip: all the international airlines 
have toll-free numbers for tour infor- 
mation and reservations and will 
send you information through the 
mail. Dial 1-800-555-1212 for the toll 
free operator. He or she will give 
you the 800 numbers for airlines and 
hotels listed here. 

Two Mexican-owned hotels, El 
Tortuga and The Acapulco Royale, 
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are not technically beach-front 
hotels. The beach is across the 
street about 100 yards. You can 
save yourself big bucks if you are 
willing to walk that short distance 
and forego a room with an ocean 
view. Otherwise, they offer the same 
things as the beach-front hotels at 
half the cost. 

The Hotel Tres Vidas is not in 
technically in Acapulco at all. It’s lo- 
cated on the next bay, puerto Mar- 
quez, as you head south. Away from 
the 24-hour traffic and street noise 
of Acapulco, the Hotel Tres Vidas is 
three elegant towers situated on a 
beautiful protected bay and is much 
like the Acapulco of Errol Flynn’s 
day: quiet, relaxing, and only $5 
U.S. by taxi from the non-stop excite- 
ment of modern Acapulco. A wise 
choice for anyone wanting a tranquil 
environment with miles of beaches 
during the daytime and easy access 
to Acapulco’s nightlife. Rates run 
about $100 U.S. per day. 


FUN THINGS TO DO 

Other than the obvious fun things 
you can do with Mr. Macho, Acapul- 
co offers a lot of water-related 
sports, like: 
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Acapulco Bay (below). Opposite page, top: Jesus at the gay beach, Playa de la Condessa. 


Scuba diving. A very popular 
sport with tourists is scuba diving 
and dozens of establishments offer 
equipment rentals and instruction. 
By far the best is Arnold Brothers on 
Avenida Costera Miguel Aleman. 

Para-sailing. The best para-sailing 
can be found right on the beach at 
Playa Acapulco Plaza, located on 
the same street as Arnold Brothers. 
A safe sport that requires no instruc- 
tion or special abilities, the view 
from 300 feet in the air of Acapulco 
bay is breathtaking and unforget- 
table —take it from me. 

Water skiing. Club de Ski, also lo- 
cated on Avenida Costera Miguel 
Aleman, is the best. Well-maintained 
equipment and a professional staff 
will see that your experience is safe 
and enjoyable. 


TOURS 
Along the main boulevard of 


Acapulco, where all the luxury hotels » 


are located, there are dozens of tour 
agencies. They are all about the 
same price. One offers outstanding 
service: San Diego Tours. Take your 
business there. Among the many 
tours to choose from are: (1) City 
Tour, about $10 U.S. per person. A 
smart tour to take on your first day 
as it will help you get situated and 
help you to plan out the rest of your 


vacation activities with a minimum of 
lost time. (2) Isla de la Roqueta. 
About $20 U.S., lunch included. The 
Island of Roqueta has a zoo and isa 
beautiful boat ride. Launches leave 
every few minutes from Caletilla 
Beach from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. 
(3)Barra de Coyuca Luguna. About 
30 minutes from Acapulco. Tour in- 
cludes lunch. It’s best to request a 
private guide with a car. Price is 
usually determined by the number of 


people; four maximum, for about $40 


U.S.PRIVATE GUIDES 

All up and down hotel row you will 
find people offering their services as 
private guides. Having a private 
guide is the best. Here are some tips 
on choosing a guide: (1) Be aware 
of prices so that you are not over- 
charged. You can check on the 
price of a particular tour by visiting 
any travel or tour agency. A private 
guide, of course, will be a little more 
expensive But if it’s in your budget, 
it’s worth it as you are able to set 
your own agenda, come and go as 
you like. (2) Examine his car. Is it 
clean and in good working order? Is 
it a full-size American car or an old 
van from Romania? The last thing 
you want is a breakdown—or a car 
with bad brakes, as Acapulco has 
many very steep grades. (3) Does 


Above: Playa de la Condessa. 


the guide speak English well enough 
to understand you? Does he know 
the local history? A private guide 
with a car will run about $50 U.S. per 
day. If you intend to go shopping, let 
your guide help you with the negotia- 
tions and he could save you enough 
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money to pay his fee. (4) Pay and tip 
in advance. The more generous the 
tip, the better the service will be. It 
may seem strange to tip in advance, 
but this works wonders on your 
guide. 

Discreetly, somehow let your 
guide know you are gay. Believe 
me, you will not be his first gay 
client. As a matter of fact, most 
guides like gay clients: they are 
more fun to escort, and tend to be 
generous. If you get bad vibes from 
your prospective guide, find another 
one. You don’t want to spend the 
day with someone unpleasant. 


RESTAURANTS 

La Miramar (The Cliff Divers): 
You've got to see the cliff divers 
when you visit Acapulco, it really is 
exciting. La Miramar restaurant puts 
on the show. You don’t have to eat 
at the restaurant, incidentally. Tick- 
ets to the viewing balcony are sold 


separately. Shows are in the evening. 


Madeiras Maravillosa Vista Hacia 
le Bahia offers incredible views of 
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Acapulco Bay and great steaks and 
seafood. A very romantic place. 

Sanborns and VIP’s, two national 
restaurant chains that serve excel- 
lent American-style food and 
Mexican dishes. A great place for 
breakfast or a quick lunch, both 
have very clean kitchens and are a 
refreshing change from the seafood 
usually found at most other Acapul- 
co restaurants. Both are located on 
the main drag and are open 24 
hours a day. 

The VIP’s has an especially beauti- 
ful view of the bay. 


GETTING TO ACAPULCO 
It’s best to dump this question on 
a travel agency. Acapulco is served 
by so many different international air- 
lines that special deals with the 
hotels change constantly, rates go 
up and down with the seasons, and 
good information today will certainly 
be different by the time you read 
this. Again, a package tour that in- 
cludes airfare and hotel is the 
smartest way to travel to Acapulco — 
you'll get the most for your money. 
Have a wonderful time. | did! A 
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WOT ACTION. peta : 595 JACK 


(THAT’S 1-900-468-4273) 


TELEPHONE 
J.0. ACTION 


(THAT'S 1-900-535-5225) 
IT’S JUST WHAT 


NIGHT & DAY 


BAD BOYS 
WHO PLAY 
WITH TOYS! 


HOT FANTASIES 
HOT CONFESSIONS 
CALL 1-900 


HOT-TOYS 


(THAT'S 1-900-468-8697 ) 
ADULTS OVER 21 ONLY! 


$3 a minute. 


BLACK 
MAGIC 


FOR MEN OF COLOR 
AND MEN WHO 
LOVE THEM! 


1-ON-1 CONTACTS FOR LIVE 
TALK 24 HOURS A DAY 


DIAL 1-900 


386-ONES 


(THAT'S 1-900-386-6637) 
You must be over IS to call 


YOU NEED! 


$2 a minute. 


DREAMS 
TRUE 
HOT MAN-TO-MAN 
FANTASIES! 
ALL REAL MEN-NO PAID ACTORS 
ALL REAL—ALL VERY HOT! 
24 HOURS—ALL NIGHT 
L—O-N-G"! 


Make Your Dreams Come True 


1-900 


a 
(THAT'S 1-900-646-2697) 


$2 a minute. 


QUICK RELIEF 1-900-246-2669 


Mature Adults 


Fess good news and there’s 
bad news. There are certainly more 
foreskin videos on the market now 
than ever before. That’s the good 
news. Not all of them are worth 
watching. That’s the bad news. 

Sid Roth is a hack director who 
has found a place in gayporn partly 
because of the market’s constant 
need for new titles, and partly be- 
cause he works cheap. Some of his 
past feature videos for Rollo Produc- 
tions are among the sleaziest-look- 
ing of modern pornography. Now he 
has taken to cutting up his own old 
footage and repackaging it, and 
making compilations from others 
directors’ work. Two of these 
retreads are foreskin-oriented: Fore- 
skin Forever and Uncut Dreams. 

It’s hard to say which one is 
worse. 

With Foreskin Forever you know 
you've been had from the beginning 
titles, where the word “foreskin’”’ it- 
self is misspelled. Half the cast is 
uncut and half isn’t, because these 
are just scenes when an uncut actor 
appeared, and there is no special 
emphasis on the actor’s foreskin. 
These excerpts come from pre- 
viously released videos like Hot 
Latinos, Peterbuilt Boys, Best 
Wishes, Las Vegas Orgy, Dude 
Ranch, and Double Standard. If 
you've never seen these particular 
titles, this could potentially save you 
five additional hours of boredom. 

Uncut Dreams is a similar kettle of 
fish, re-edited footage from fairly 
mediocre releases where one actor 
sporting a foreskin is the whole 
raison d'etre for the scene being in- 
cluded. 


Wis is a way to do-this (or some- 
thing similar) and make it work —wit- 
ness Old Reliable’s second uncut 
anthology, Uncut: The Classic. Cock 
Collection #2. \In this sprawling two- 
hour video, Old Reliable excerpts 
thirty different guys from four pre- 
viously released Uncut solo jack-off 
videos; plus‘a few uncut models 
who appeared in other Old Reliable 
products. All solos, to be sure, but 
thirty men with foreskin that is ex- 


UT VIDEO 


plored on the screen for your visual 
edification. 

Since Old Reliable models come 
from every walk of life, there are a 
couple of faces you might recognize 
from gayporn (who knows, you 
might recognize a couple of faces 
from your neighborhood); mainly 
these men will be strangers. 

In the original Uncut anthologies 
from which these excerpts were 
culled, the individual models intro- 
duce themselves, talk a bit, strip off 
their clothes, oil up their physiques, 
work up their dick, and dump a load 
on the floor (or a towel or in their 
hand). 

Sometimes. Other times, there are 
guys as quiet as church mice, guys 
who slip out of their duds and pull 
on their skin and never say a word. 

In this crystallization of those 


A Sailor in Sydney 


videos, there is not a lot of talking 
and posing, mostly we get a visual 
fix on the guy and then the camera 
tries to keep itself on the uncut 
organ seventy-five percent of the 
time. 

There are Latinos, pale blonds, 
hairy-chested Italians, an Asian; 
guys from all over the place, each 
still intact. Some have long, dripping 
foreskins, some have just enough 
skin to cover the head. 

As is the case with all Old Reliable 
videos, the videography is sharp 
and clear; natural sound; and a 
camera that isn’t afraid of trying to 
crawl up inside the foreskin. 


lies a new video by Kennith 
Holloway, Carnival Tails, which isn’t 
necessarily a foreskin-oriented 
video, has a wealth of uncut per- 
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Max Montoya from Uncut Fever 


formers, and is worth bringing to 
your attention for that reason as well 
as the fact that it’s one of Holloway’s 
better efforts. 

A hitchhiker, Steve Kennedy 
(uncut), is picked by a carnival 
worker, Nick Romano (cut) in what 
is unquestionably one of Holloway’s 
favorite ploys—’cause he has cer- 
tainly used it a number of times. 

Once the duo gets to the carnival, 
Romano takes Kennedy behind the 
scenes for a afternoon of sex and 
sideshow thrills, one of which is 
Eddie Hudson, billed as The Black 
Salami, who can suck his own foot- 
long uncut piece. 

This is a fairly-cohesive and enter- 
taining 80 minutes that gives you as 
much if not more foreskin than 
either Uncut Dreams or Foreskin 
Forever. 


A new video by Kristen Bjorn 
usually means an abundance of 
uncut hunks with super physiques 
and complex sex scenes (usually 
shot over the course of a couple of 
days) with multiple orgasms and lots 
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of neat visual tricks. 

A Sailor in Sydney, shot entirely 
on location in Australia, is no excep- 
tion, all of those things are there. 

It came as a surprise to me that 
so many Aussie lads were unclipped 
when | saw William Higgins’ Down 
Under, made a year earlier. But | 
was prepared for the abundance of 
skin that graces A Sailor in Sydney. 
What | was not prepared for was the 
sloppy production values. Usually 
Kristen Bjorn turns out sparkling 
videos that look like they were shot 
with a professional crew and 
hundreds of hours have been spent 
in the editing room. 

In this case, you can actually see 
the circle of the lens casing on the 
camera when it comes in for a close- 
up in almost all of the outdoor se- 
quences as well as one interior; and 
a lack of reflectors in most of the out- 
door shots means the performers go 
dark in front as the camera tries to 
compensate for the balance of light. 

The indoor sequences are much 
better controlled, to be sure, but one 
of the things that made Kristen’s 


Brazilian features so special were 
the lush and visually invigorating ex- 
terior sequences. 

As is his preference, this is a nar- 
rated adventure: an Australian with a 
free day and a boner spies a South 
American sailor hanging around the 
wharfs from his bayside balcony. He 
slips on some pants, trots down and 
invites the dark-skinned hunk up to 
his place for some... 

In no time, he is slurping down Ar- 
turo Ramirez’ big uncut cock, while 
stroking his own unclipped Aussie 
wang. Both guys have knock-out 
physiques, and Kristen’s camera ex- 
plores them with gusto. 

Sex only makes you horny in Syd- 
ney, | guess, ‘cause our Aussie nar- 
rator, Skip Simmons, sets out for a 
day of it, and by taking us along, we 
are treated to a variety of sex- 
capades Down Under. 

The climax is a dazzling five-way 
with some jaw-dropping tableaux 
showing all five guys engaged at 
once. It’s as memorable as the four- 
way jack-off sequence in Champs. 


Mexing a movie about making a 
movie isn’t all that unusual an idea. 
Two of the best uses of that par- 
ticular device were the French clas- 
sics Day For Night by Francois 
Truffaut and Contempt by Jean-Luc 
Godard. Another Frenchman, Lucky 
Luc, has dusted off that premise 
with uneven results in Uncut Fever. 

Lucky Luc is best known as the 
actor/model-cum-independent direc- 
tor of International Studio & As- 
sociates. After a couple of years of 
turning out videos that were semi- 
structured looks at his own sex life 
and sexual conquests, Luc tackled 
narrative gayporn with a foreigner-in- 
America co-production with Altomar 
Video titled Absolutely Uncut; Thor 
Johnson was director of record, but 
clearly Lucky Luc had his hand in 
the stew. 

Uncut Fever is a solo directorial 
work by Lucky Luc but with Thor 
Johnson in the editing room, if not 
sometimes behind the camera. All 
that is to help explain why Uncut 
Fever doesn’t work as well as Ab- 
solutely Uncut—or Day For Night or 
Contempt, for that matter. 

Uncut Fever isn’t really about any- 
thing. It’s about the making of a 
video titled Uncut Fever in that Luc 
tells the viewer (and the cast) things 
like, “Well, here we are on the set of 
our new video, Uncut Fever, with the 
handsome Max Montoya. Max, I’ve 


always wanted to work with you. 
What a beautiful uncut dick you 


have,” which Luc promptly swallows. 


At the end of Uncut Fever, we are 
left with the impression that Tony 
Davis will be the star of Uncut Fever, 
the video-to-be-made. But since 
there is no conflict of resolution (or 
middle or beginning or end) to 
Uncut Fever, there is no drama, or 
plot (much less plot progression) or 
even much reason for being in this 
room with these people, except, in 
our Case, to see their uncut cocks in 
action. 

Once again, even though all of 
the performers in this video are 
uncut, this is not a project that 
dwells nearly enough on their fore- 
skin. Once the camera has estab- 
lished the foreskin —in this case we 
actually get to see skin toyed with a 
bit —it’s on to garden-variety suck- 
ing and fucking. 

Clearly this video was shot at dif- 
ferent times: Luc, who is ubiquitous 
in it, changes appearances dramati- 
cally. There are annoying things 
about the soundtrack; at times it 
sounds like there is a window fan 
that needs to be oiled sitting right 
next to the camera. 

On the plus side: there is a very 
sexy docking scene between Mon- 
toya and Tony Davis, performed ina 
leisurely manner, so that viewers 
who have not experienced this tac- 
tile treat can actually see how it's 
done. There are also a couple of 
new faces in this video, Phil Hall and 
David Red, well worth seeing again. 
These guys are very different from 
each other: Hall has an innocent 
charm that lights up his interesting 
desert sequence; David Red looks 
like rough trade. Actually, he looks 
like he belongs in Old Reliable’s 
Uncut collection. 

Lucky Devil is Lucky Luc’s 
second try at a feature narrative and 
it works much better: there is a 
premise here, and some characters, 
and something happens. 

Luc, looking like Dr. Faustus just 
before he paid the bill, is given a 
book called The Use and Misuse of 
Power, which contains page after 
page of New Age mumbo-jumbo, 
but which inspires Luc to track 
down and seduce an old flame who 
got away once before, Jeff Pole. 

Spiritually, it's a combination of 
Wall Street and the Reagan 
administration’s code of ethics, that 
there is no such thing as a misuse of 
power. Whereas Dr. Faustus had to 


cough up his soul for having loved 
the beautiful Marguerite, Luc just 
gets to go to the bank. Accordingly, 
what Luc gets in the end is Jeff’s 
pole up his butt on the side of a vol- 
cano in Hawaii. 

Visually, it’s not bad. The scenery 
can be spectacular, even when you 
realize there is no production crew, 
just Jeff and Luc, star and 
cameraman. The transitional 


A Sailor in Sydney 


scenes, which have Luc reading 
from the book of rules by firelight 
dressed in what looks like Santa 
Claus’ nightshirt, are dark and 
mysterious — so dark and 
mysterious | was expecting a little 
sexual violence, but no such luck. 
I’m just a relic from the romantic 
past, | guess, but | thought true love 
came to the heart that was pure. 
—dJohn W. Rowberry 
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Lucky Luc (director), Mastertape Productions, 1990, 70 minutes; stars: 
Lucky Luc, Max Montoya, Tony Davis, Perry Ward, David Red, Rocky Zham, 
Phil Hall. $59.95 plus $3 postage and handling. Released by: IS&A, 8721 
Santa Monica Blvd., West Hollywood, CA 90069. 
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Lucky Luc (director), Mastertape Productions, 1990, 70 minutes; stars: 
Lucky Luc, Jeff Pole, Mycal George, Joe Newman, Perry Ward. $59.95 plus 
$3 postage and handling. Released by: IS&A, 8721 Santa Monica Blvd., 


West Hollywood, CA 90069. 
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Sid Roth (director, editor), Rugged Video Productions, 1990, 80 minutes; 
stars: Lance, Joe Reeves, Max Montoya, Chad Johnson, Buddy Masturs, 
Chaz Holderman, Morgan Hunter. No list price. Released by: Le Salon, 
1120 Revere Ave., San Francisco, CA 94124. 


A SAILOR IN SYDNEY 


Kristen Bjorn (director) Sarava Productions, 1990, 90 minutes; stars: Skip 
Simmons, Arturo Ramirez, Wayne Maestri, lan Layman, Trevor Mills, Geof- 
frey Cox, Alex Konos, Petros Mostaki, Boy Dickson, Ned MacCabe. No list 


price. Released by: Paladin Studios. 
FORESKIN FOREVER 


Various directors, Sid Roth (editor), Le Salon RetroVideo (producer); 1990, 
80 minutes; stars: Caesar Blanco, Terry Long, Vladimir Correa, Anthony 
Cox, Cameron Kelly. No list price. Released by: Le Salon, 1120 Revere 


Avenue, San Francisco, CA 94124. 


UNCUT: THE CLASSIC COCK COLLECTION #2 

David Hurles (director), Old Reliable (producer); 1990, 120 minutes; fea- 
tures entire cast. Released as: VT 174. $59 plus $3 postage and handling. 
Released by: Old Reliable, 1626 N. Wilcox #107, Hollywood, CA 90028. 


CARNIVAL TAILS 


Clif Cooper (director, aka Kennith Holloway), MSP Video Productions, 
1990, 80 minutes; stars: Nick Romano, Steve Kennedy, Lex Luger, Tony 
Davis, Matt Windsor, Wil Williams, Marco Willi, Bobbie Davis, Eddie Hus- 
don (The Black Salami), Danny Brown, Robert Reyn, Ray Johnson (The II- 
lustrated Man). No list price. Released by: HIS Video, 9650 De Soto 


Avenue, Chatsworth, CA 91311. 


(continued fromn page 59) 


call Gene at (212) 777-4208 or you 


can write for information: USA-NYC 
Inc., Box 1052, New ¥ork, NY 10156- 
0604. Include a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope when you request 
membership information. (This club 
even has its own t-shirts!) 


LIVE, HOT GUYS 


76 UNCUT 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 


YOUR Fantasy Guy - 
YOUR Fantasy Scene! 


For as long as you like. 
) The most discreet one on one 
service around. Credit cards 
only. 
Must be over 18. 

| *See what it's like at the 
other end of the line. Ask 

about L.A. Heat's new 

video, “The Guys 
of L.A. Heat”. 


NATIONWIDE 
800-334-8602 
WORLDWIDE 
213-654-8001 


HI-TECH ENLARGER 


Tv THE ULTIMATE 


SENSUOUS 
SEX DEVICE 


-Experience safe sex at its hottest: Com- 
fortable, effective, industrial grade com- 
ponents. For illustrated ordering 
information, send $1 and SASE to: 


VACU-TECH 


2440 SIXTEENTH STREET, SUITE 153 -4 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 


AGE & SIGNATURE REQUIRED 


Outrageously satirical, dick-stiffening sto- 
ries about sex in the pro wrestling world. For- 
get has-beens like Hulk Hogan and wimps 
like Rick Rood — these are your ultimate fan- 
tasy men! By the author of Slaves of the 


Empire, illustrated by Rader. Send $5.95 
plus $1 postage (CA residents add 6.5% 
sales tax) to: 


Ried Press 


657 Castro, San Francisco CA 94114 


NAME. 
ADDRESS__. 
CITY. 


STATES ee et ne. SU Le ter eae 
SIGNATURE (¥es, I'm over 211): 


TJ. 


PHOTOS BY 
LATINO 
FAN CLUB 
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AVIDEORY — 
KRISTEN BIORN 


THE HOTTEST 
MEN ON EART 


Tre 
VA 
Se 


A 


LADA 


1M.A.S. 


NYOrH NHOCSTHH Ad OLOHd 


SNiVEAS 
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The Black Line 


Where all men are welcome. 


1-900-468-2522 . 


$1 Per Ming-eSaeistyMing. #18 )Or) Older¥-WPrices¥subject toy ChangeAwithout Ew otice) 
Hath 2 eo ea y 


a3 7 


sa 


gs +. 


UST BE 18 OR OLDER + ©1990 REAL PEOPLE, LTD. PRICES ‘SUBJECT, TO!CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE 


